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PRINCIPLES, PROPOSITIONS & 
DISCUSSIONS 
FOR LAND & FREEDOM 


AN INTRODUCTORY WORD TO THE 
‘ANARCHIVE’ 
“Anarchy is Order!” 





‘IT must Create a System or be enslav’d by 
another Man’s. 
I will not Reason & Compare: my business 
is to Create’ 
(William Blake) 


During the 19th century, anarchism has develloped as a 
result of a social current which aims for freedom and 
happiness. A number of factors since World War I have 
made this movement, and its ideas, dissapear little by 
little under the dust of history. 

After the classical anarchism — of which the Spanish 
Revolution was one of the last representatives—a ‘new’ 
kind of resistance was founded in the sixties which 
claimed to be based (at least partly) on this anarchism. 
However this resistance is often limited to a few (and 
even then partly misunderstood) slogans such as 
‘Anarchy is order’, ‘Property is theft’,... 


Information about anarchism is often hard to come by, 
monopolised and intellectual; and therefore visibly 
disapearing.The ‘anarchive’ or ‘anarchist archive’ 
Anarchy is Order ( in short A.O) is an attempt to make 
the ‘principles, propositions and discussions’ of this 
tradition available again for anyone it concerns. We 
believe that these texts are part of our own heritage. 
They don’t belong to publishers, institutes or specialists. 


These texts thus have to be available for all anarchists an 
other people interested. That is one of the conditions to 


“ 


give anarchism a new impulse, to let the ‘new 
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anarchism’ outgrow the slogans. This is what makes this 
project relevant for us: we must find our roots to be able 
to renew ourselves. We have to learn from the mistakes 
of our socialist past. History has shown that a large 
number of the anarchist ideas remain standing, even 
during the most recent social-economic developments. 


‘Anarchy Is Order’ does not make _ profits, 
everything is spread at the price of printing- and 
papercosts. This of course creates some limitations 
for these archives. 

Everyone is invited to spread along the information 
we give . This can be done by copying our leaflets, 
printing from the CD that is available or copying it, 
e-mailing the texts ,...Become your own anarchive!!! 
(Be aware though of copyright restrictions. We also 
want to make sure that the anarchist or non-commercial 
printers, publishers and autors are not being harmed. 
Our priority on the other hand remains to spread the 
ideas, not the ownership of them.) 


The anarchive offers these texts hoping that values like 
freedom, solidarity and direct action get a new 
meaning and will be lived again; so that the struggle 
continues against the 


‘demons of flesh and blood, that sway scepters down 
here; 
and the dirty microbes that send us dark diseases and 
wish to 
squash us like horseflies; 
and the will-‘o-the-wisp of the saddest ignorance’. 
(L-P. Boon) 


The rest depends as much on you as it depends on us. 
Don’t mourn, Organise! 


Comments, questions, criticism,cooperation can be send 
to 


A.O@advalvas.be 


A complete list and updates are available on this 
address, new texts are always 


welcome!! 


THE BIRTH OF TRAGEDY 


FRIEDRICH NIETZSCHE 
(1887) 


PREFACE 
A CRITICAL BACKWARD GLANCE 


Whatever it was that gave rise to this problematical work, 
of one thing there can be no question: the issue it 
propounded must have been supremely important and 
attractive as well as very personal to its author. The times in 
which (in spite of which) it was composed bear out that 
fact. The date is 1870~7I, the turbulent period of the 
Franco- Prussian war. While the thunder of the Battle of 
Worth was rumbling over Europe, a lover of subtleties and 
conundrums - father to be of this book - sat down i. an 
alpine recess, much bemused ar d bedeviled (which is'to 
say, both engrossed and detached) to pen the substance of 
that odd and forbidding work for which the following pages 
shall now serve as a belated preface or postscript. A few 
weeks later he could be discovered beneath the walls of 
Metz, still wrestling with the question mark which he had 
put after the alleged "serenity" of the Greeks and of Greek 
art; until at last, in that month of deep suspense which saw 
the emergence of peace at Versailles, he too made peace 
with himself and, still recovering from an ailment brought 
home from the field, gave final shape to The Birth of 
Tragedy from the Spirit of Music. 


- From music? Music and tragedy? The Greeks and 
dramatic music? The Greeks and pessimistic art? The 
Greeks: this most beautiful and accomplished, this 


thoroughly sane, universally envied species of man - was it 
conceivable that they, of all people, should have stood in 
need of tragedy - or, indeed, of art? Greek art: how did it 
function, how could it? 


By now the reader will have come to suspect where I had 
put my mark of interrogation. The question was one of 
value, the value placed on existence. Is pessimism 
inevitably a sign of decadence, warp, weakened instincts, as 
it was once with the ancient Hindus, as it is now with us 
modern Europeans?(Or is there such a thing as a strong 
pessimism? A penchant of the mind for what is hard, 
terrible, evil, dubious in existence, arising from a plethora 
of health, plenitude of being? Could it be, perhaps, that the 
very feeling of superabundance created its own kind of 
suffering: a temerity of penetration, hankering for the 
enemy (the worth while enemy) so as to prove its strength, 
to experience at last what it means to fear something’ What 
meaning did the tragic myth have for the Greel~ during the 
period of their greatest power and courage? And what of 
the Dionysiac spirit, so tremendous in its implications? 
What of the tragedy that grew out of that spirit? 


Or one might look at it the other way round. Those agencies 
that had proved fatal to tragedy: Socratic ethics, dialectics, 
the temperance and cheerfulness of the pure scholar - 
couldn't these, rather than their opposites, be viewed as 
symptoms of decline, fatigue, distemper, of instincts, 
caught in anarchic dissolution? Or the "Greek serenity" of 
the later period as, simply, the glow of a sun about to set? 
Or the Epicurean animus against pessimism merely as the 
sort of precaution a suffering man might use? And as for 
"disinterested inquiry," so called: what, in the last analysis, 
did inquiry come to when judged as a symptom of the life 
process? What were we to say of the end (or, worse, of the 


beginning) of all inquiry? Might it be that the "Inquiring 
mind" was simply the human mind terrified by pessimism 
and trying to escape from it, a clever bulwark erected 
against the truth? Something craven and false, if one 
wanted to be moral about it? Or, if one preferred to put it 
amorally, a dodge? Had this perhaps been your secret, great 
Socrates) Most secretive of ironists, had this been your 
deepest irony? 


II 


I was then beginning to take hold of a dangerous problem - 
taking it by the horns, as it were - not Old Nick himself, 
perhaps, but something almost as hot to handle: the 
problem of scholarly investigation. For the first time in 
history somebody had come to grips with scholarship - and 
what a formidable, perplexing thing it turned out to be! But 
the book, crysta ation of my youthful courage and 
suspicions, was an impossible book; since the task required 
fully matured powers it could scarcely be anything else. 
Built r from precocious, purely personal insights, all but 
incommunicable; conceived in terms of art (for the issue of 
scholarly inquiry cannot be argued on its own terms), this 
book addressed itself to artists or, rather, to artists with 
analytical and retrospective leanings: to a special kind of 
~rtist who is far to seek and possibly not worth the seeking. 
I t was a book novel in its psychology, brimming with 
artists' secrets, its background a metaphysics of art; the 
work of a young man, written with the unstinted courage 
and melancholy of youth, defiantly independent even in 
those places where the author was paying homage to 
revered models. In short, a "first book," also in the worst 
sense of that term, and one that exhibited, for all the 
hoariness of its topic, every conceivable fault of 
adolescence. It was terribly diffuse and full of unpalatable 
ferment. All the same, if one examines its impact it may 
certainly be said to have proved itself - in the eyes of the 
few contemporaries who mattered and most signally in the 
eyes of that great artist, Richard Wagner, whom it 
addressed as in a dialogue. This fact alone should ensure it 
a discreet treatment on my part; yet I cannot wholly 
suppress a feeling of distaste, or strangeness, as I look at it 
now, after a lapse of sixteen years. I have grown older, to 
be sure, and a hundred times more exacting, but by no 


means colder toward the question propounded in that heady 
work. And the question is still what it was then, how to 
view scholarship from the vantage of the artist and art from 
the vantage of life. 


Ill 


Once again: as I look at it today my treatise strikes me as 
quite impossible. It is poorly written, heavy handed, 
embarrassing. The imagery is both frantic and confused. In 
spots it is saccharine to the point of effeminacy; the tempo 
is erratic; it lacks logical nicety and is so sure of its 
message that it dispenses with any kind of proof. Worse 
than that, it suspects the very notion of proof, being a book 
written for initiates, a "music" for men christened in the 
name of music and held together by special esthetic 
experiences, a shibboleth for the highbrow confraternity. 
Ari arrogant and extravagant book, which from the very 
first withdrew even more haughtily from the ruck of the 
intelligentsia than it did from the acknowledged barbarians; 
and which yet, as its impact has proved, knew then as it 
does now how to enlist fellow revelers and to tempt them 
into secret alleys, onto mysterious dancing grounds. Both 
the curious and the hostile had to admit that here was an 
unfamiliar voice, the disciple of an unrecognized god, 
hiding his identity (for the time being) under the skullcap of 
the scholar, the ponderousness and broad dialectics of the 
German, the bad manners of the Wagnerite. Here was a 
mind with odd, anonymous needs; a memory rife with 
questions, experiences, secrets, all of which had the name 
Dionysos attached to them like a question mark. People 
would hint suspiciously that there was a sort of maenadic 
soul in this book, stammering out laborious, arbitrary 
phrases in an alien tongue - as though the speaker were not 
quite sure himself whether he preferred speech to silence. 
And, indeed, this "new soul" should have sung, not spoken. 
What a pity that I could not tell as a poet what demanded to 
be told! Or at least as a philologist, seeing that even today 
philologists tend to shy away from this whole area and e§ 
pecially from the fact that the area contains a problem, that 
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the Greeks will continue to remain totally obscure, 
unimaginable beings until we have found an answer to the 
question, "What is the meaning of the Dionysiac spirit?" 


IV 


In my book I answered that question with the authority of 
the adept or disciple. Talking of the matter today, I would 
doubtless use more discretion and less eloquence; the origin 
of Greek tragedy is both too tough and too subtle an issue 
to wax eloquent over. One of the cardinal questions here is 
that of the Greek attitude to pain. What kind of sensibilitv 
did these people have? Was that sensibility constant, or did 
it change from generation to generation? 


Should we attribute the ever increasing desire of the Greeks 
for beauty, in the form of banquets, ritual ceremonies, new 
cults, to some fundamental lack - a melancholy disposition 
perhaps or an obsession with pain? If this interpretation is 
correct - there are several suggestions in Pericles' (or 
Thucydides’) great funeral oration which seem to bear it out 
- how are we to explain the Greek desire. both prior and 
contrary to the first, for ugliness, or the strict commitment 
of the earlier Greeks to a pessimistic doctrine? Or their 
commitment to the tragic myth, image of all that is awful, 
evil, perplexing, destructive, ominous in human existence? 
What. in short. made t e Greek mind turn to tragedy? A 
sense of euphoria maybe - sheer exuberance, reckless 
health, and power? But in that case, what is the 
significance, physiologically speaking, of that Dionvsiac 
frenzy hich gave nse to tragedv and comedv alike? Can 
frenzy be viewed as something that is not a symptom of 
decay, disorder, overripeness? Is there such a thing - let 
alienists answer that question - as a neurosis arising from 
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health, from the youthful condition of the race? What does 
the y~t, expressed in the figure of the satyr, really mean? 
What was it that prompted the Greeks to embody the 
Dionysiac reveler - primary man - in a shape like that? 
Turning next to the origin of the tragic chorus: did those 
days of superb somatic and psychological health give rise, 
perhaps, to endemic trances, collective visions, and 
hallucinations? And are not these the same Greeks who, 
signally in the early periods, gave every evidence of 
possessing tragic vision: a will to tragedy, profound 
pessimism? Was it not Plato who credited frenzy with all 
the superlative blessings of Greece? Contrariwise, was it 
not precisely during their period of dissolution and 
weakness that the Greeks turned to optimism, frivolity, 
histrionics; that they began to be mad for logic and rational 
cosmology; that they grew at once "gayer" and "more 
scientific"? Why, is it possible to assume - in the face of all 
the up to date notions on that subject, in defiance of all the 
known prejudices of our democratic age - that the great 
optimistrationalist utilitarian victory, together with 
democracy, its political contemporary, was at bottom 
nothing other than a symptom of declining strength, 
approaching senility, somatic exhaustion - it, and not its 
opposite, pessimism? Could it be that Epicurus was an 
optimist - precisely because he suffered? . . . 


The reader can see now what a heavy pack of questions this 
book was forced to carry. Let me add here the heaviest 


question of all, What kind of figure does ethics cut once we 
decide to view it in the biological perspective? 


V 
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In the preface I addressed to Richard Wagner I claimed that 
art, rather than ethics, constituted the essential metahysical 
activity of man, while in the body of the book I made 
several suggestive~statements to the effect that existence 
could be just)fied only in esthetic terms. As a matter of fact, 
throughout the book I attributed a purely esthetic meaning - 
whether implied or overt - to all process: a kind of divinity 
if you like, God as the supreme artist, amoral, recklessly 
creating and destroying, realizing himself inditferently in 
whatever he does or undoes, ridding himself by his acts of 
the embarrassment of his riches and the strain of his 
internal contradictions. Thus the world was made to appear, 
at every instant, as a successful solution of God's own 
tensions, as an ever new vision projected by that grand 
sufferer for whom illusion is the only possible mode of ~ 
redemption. That whole esthetic metaphysics might be rel 
jected out of hand as so much prattle or rant. Yet in its 
essential traits it already prefigured that spirit of deep 
distrust and defiance which, later on, was to resist to the 
bitter end any moral interpretation of existence whatsoever. 
It is here that one could find - perhaps for the first time in 
history - a pessimism situated "beyond good and evil"; a 
"perversity of stance" of the kind Schopenhauer spent all 
his life fulminating against; a philosophy which dared place 
ethics among the phenomena (and so "demote" it) - or, 
rather, place it not even among the phenomena in the 
idealistic sense but among the "deceptions." Morality, on 
this view, became a mere fabrication for purposes of 
gulfing: at best, an artistic fiction; at worst, an outrageous 
imposture. 


The depth of this anti-moral bias may best be gauged by 
noting the wary and hostile silence I observed on the 
subject of Christianity - Christianity being the most 
extravagant set of variation:,ver produced on the theme of 
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ethics. No doubt, the purely esthetic interpretation and 
just)fication of the world I was propounding in those pages 
placed them at the opposite pole from Christian doctrine, a 
doctrine entirely moral in purport, using absolute standards: 
God's absolute truth, for example, which relegates all art to 
the realm of falsehood and in so doing condemns it. I had 
always sensed strongly the furious, vindictive hatred of life 
implicit in that system of ideas and values; and sensed, too, 
that in order to be consistent with its premises a system of 
this sort was forced to abominate art. For both art and life 
depend wholly on the laws of optics, on perspective and 
illusion; both, to be blunt, depend on the necessity of error. 
From the very first, Ghristianity spelled life loathing itself, 
and that loathing was simply disguised, tricked out, with 
notions of an "other" and "better" life. A hatred of the 
"world," a curse on the affective urges, a fear of beauty and 
sensuality, a transcendence rigged up to slander mortal 
existence, a yearning for extinction, cessation of all effort 
until the great "sabbath of sabbaths" - this whole cluster of 
distortions, together with the intransigent Christian 
assertion that nothing counts except moral values, had 
always struck me as being the most dangerous, most 
sinister form the will to destruction can take; at all events, 
as a sign of profound sickness, moroseness, exhaustion, 
biological etiolation. And since according to ethics 
(specifically Christian, absolute ethics) life will always be 
in the wrong, it followed quite naturally that one must 
smother it under a load of contempt and constant negation; 
must view it as an object not only unworthy of our desire 
but absolutely worthless in itself. 


As for morality, on the other hand, could it be anything but 
a will to deny life, a secret instinct of destruction, a 
principle of calumny, a reductive agent - the beginning of 
the end? - and, for that very reason, the Supreme Danger? 
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Thus it happened that in those days, with this problem 
book, my vital instincts turned against ethics and founded a 
radical counterdoctrine, slanted esthetically, to oppose the 
Christian libel on life. But it still wanted a name. Being a 
philologist, that is to say a man of words, I christened it 
rather arbitrarily - for who can tell the real name of the 
Antichrist? - with the name of a Greek god, Dionysos. 


Have I made it clear what kind of task I proposed myself in 
this book? What a pity, though, that I did not yet have the 
courage (or shall I say the immodesty?) to risk a fresh 
language in keeping with the hazard, the radical novelty of 
my ideas, that I fumbled along, usmg terms borrowed from 
the vocabularies of Kant and Schopenhauer to express 
value judgments which were in fiagrant contradiction to the 
spirit or taste of these men! Remember what Schopenhauer 
has to say about tragedy, in the second part of his World as 
Will a'.d Idea. He writes: "The power of transport peculiar 
to tragedy may be seen to arise from our sudden recognition 
that life fails to provide any true satisfactions and hence 
does not deserve our loyalty. Tragedy guides us to the final 
goal, which is resignation." Dionysos had told me a very 
different story; his lesson, as I understood it, was anything 
but defeatist. It certainly is too bad that I had to obscure and 
spoil Dionysiac hints with formulas borrowed from 
Schopenhauer, but there is another feature of the book 
which seems even worse in retrospect: my tendency to 
sophisticate such insights as I had into the marvelous Greek 
issue with an alloy of up todate matters; my urge to hope 
where there was nothing left to hope for, all signs pointing 
unmistakably toward imminent ruin; my foolish prattle, 
prompted by the latest feats of German music, about the 
"German temper" - as though that temper had then been on 
the verge of discovering, or rediscovering, itself! And all 
this at a time when the German mind, which, not so very 
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long ago, had shown itself capable of European leadership, 
was definitely ready to relinquish any aspirations of this 
sort and to effect the transition to mediocrity, democracy, 
and "modern ideas" - in the pompous guise, to be sure, of 
empire building. The intervening years have certainly 
taught me one thing if they have taught me nothing else: to 
adopt a hopeless and merciless view toward that "German 
temper," ditto toward German music, which I now 
recognize for what it really is: a thorough going 
romanticism, the least Greek of all art forms and, over and 
above that, a drug of the worst sort, especially dangerous to 
a nation given to hard drinking and one that vaunts 
intellectual ferment for its power both to intoxicate the 
mind and to befog it. And yet there remains the great 
Dionysiac question mark, intact, apart from all those rash 
hopes, those wrong applications to contemporarv matters, 
which tended to spoil my first book; remains even with 
regard to music. For the question here is (and must continue 
to be), "What should a music look like which is no longer 
romantic in inspiration, like the German, but Dionysiac 
instead?" 


Vil 


- But, my dear chap, where on earth are we to find 
romanticism if not in your book? Can that profound hatred 
of "contemporariness," "actuality," "modern ideas" be 
carried any farther than you have carried it in your esthetic 
metaphysics - a metaphysics which would rather believe in 
nothingness, indeed in the devil himself, than in the here 
and now? Do we not hear a ground bass of rage and 
destructive fury growl through all your ear beguiling 
contrapuntal art - a fierce hostility to everything that is 
happening today, an iron will (not far removed from active 
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nihilism) which seems to proclaim, "I'd rather that nothing 
were true than see you triumph and your truth?" Listen, you 
high priest of art and pessimism, to one of your own 
statements, that eloquent passage full of dragon killer's 
bravado and ratcatcher's tricks so appealing to innocent 
ears; listen to it and tell us, aren't we dealing here with the 
confession of a true romantic of the 1830'S, disguised as a 
pessimist of the 1850's? Can't we hear behind your 
confession the annunciatory sounds of the usual romantic 
finale: rupture, collapse, return, and prostration before an 
old faith, before the old God.... Come now, isn't your 
pessimistic work itself a piece of anti Hellenism and 
romantic moonshine, fit to "befog and intoxicate," a kind of 
drug - in fact, a piece of mus~c, and German music to boot? 
Just listen to this: "Let us imagine a rising generation with 
undaunted eyes, with a heroic drive towards the 
unexplored; let us imagine the bold step of these St. 
Georges, their reckless pride as they turn their backs on all 
the valetudinarian doctrines of optimism, preparing to 
‘dwell resolutely in the fullness of being': would it not be 
necessary for the tragic individual of such a culture, readied 
by his discipline for every contingency, every terror, to 
want as his Helena a novel art of metaphysical solace and to 
exclaim as Faust did: 


And shall not 1, by mightiest desire, 
In living shape that precious form acquire?. 


"Would it not be necessary?" - no, indeed, my romantic 
fledglings, it would not be necessary. But it is quite 
possible that things - that you yourselves - might end that 
way: "metaphysically solaced" despite all your grueling self 
discipline and, as romantics usually do, in the bosom of the 
Church. But I would rather have you ream, first, the art of 
terrestrial comfort; teach you how to laugh - if, that is, you 
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really insist on remaining pessimists. And then it may 
perhaps happen that one fine day you will, with a peal of 
laughter, send all metaphysical palliatives packing, 
metaphysics herself leading the great exodus. Or, to speak 
in the language of that Dionysiac monster, Zarathustra: 


Lift up your hearts, my fellows, higher and higher! And the 
legs - you mustn't forget those! Lift up your legs too, 
accomplished dancers; or, to top it all, stand on your heads! 


This crown of the man who knows laughter, this 
rosechaplet crown: I have placed it on my head, I have 
consecrated laughter. But not a single soul have I found 
strong enough to join me. 


Zarathustra the dancer, the fleet Zarathustra, waving his 
wings, beckoning with his wings to all birds around him, 
poised for fiight, casual and cavalier — 


Zarathustra the soothsayer, Zarathustra the laughing 
truthsayer, never out of sorts, never insisting, lover of leaps 
and tangents: I myself have put on this crown! 

This crown of the laughter loving, this rose chaplet crown: 
to you, my fellows, do I fling this crown! Laughter I declare 
to be blessed; you who aspire to greatness, learn how to 
laugh! 

Zarathustra PART IV, "Of Greater Men" 


Sils-Maria, Upper Engadine, August 1886 
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THE BIRTH OF TRAGEDY FROM THE SPIRIT OF 
MUSIC. 


SECTION I 


Much will have been gained for esthetics once we have 
succeeded in apprehending directly - rather than merely 
ascertaining - that art owes its continuous evolution to the 
Apollonian Dionysiac duality, even as the propagation of 
the species depends on the duality of the sexes, their 
constant conflicts and periodic acts of reconciliation. I have 
borrowed my adjectives from the Greeks, who developed 
their mystical doctrines of art through plausible 
embodimenk, not through purely conceptual means. It is by 
those two art sponsoring deities, Apollo and Dionysos, that 
we are made to recognize the tremendous split, as regards 
both origins and objectives, between the plastic, Apollonian 
arts and the non visual art of music inspired by Dionysos. 
The two creative tendencies developed alongside one 
another, usually in fierce opposition, each by its taunts 
forcing the other to more energetic production, both 
perpetuating in a discordant concord that agon which the 
term art but feebly denominates: until at last, by the 
thaumaturgy of an Hellenic act of will, the pair accepted the 
yoke of marriage and, in this condition, begot Attic tragedy, 
which exhibits the salient features of both parents. 


To reach a closer understanding of both these tendencies, 
let us begin by viewing them as the separate art realms of 
dream and intoxication, two physiological phenomena 
standing toward one another in much the same relationship 
as the Apollonian and Dionysiac. It was in a dream, 
according to Lucretius, that the marvelous gods and 
goddesses first presented themselves to the minds of men. 
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That great sculptor, Phidias, beheld in a dream the 
entrancing bodies of more than human beings, and likewise, 
if anyone had asked the Greek poets about the mystery of 
poetic creation, they too would have referred him to dreams 
and instructed him much as Hans Sachs instructs us in Die 
Meistersinget: 


My friend, it is the poet’s work 
Dreams to interpret and to mark. 
me that man's true conceit 

In a dream becomes complete: 
All poetry we ever read 

Is but true dreams interpreted. 


The fair illusion of the dream sphere, in the production of 
which every man proves himself an accomplished artist, is 
a precondition not only of all plastic art, but even, as we 
shall see presently, of a wide range of poetry. Here we 
enjoy an immediate apprehension of form, all shapes speak 
to us directly, nothing seems indifferent or redundant. 
Despite the high intensity with which these dream realities 
exist for us, we still have a residual sensation that they are 
illusions; at least such has been my experience - and the 
frequency, not to say normality, of the experience is borne 
out in many passages of the poets. Men of philosophical 
disposition are known for their constant premonition that 
our everyday reality, too, is an illusion, hiding another, 
totally different kind of reality. It was Schopenhauer who 
considered the ability to view at certain times all men and 
things as mere phantoms or dream images to be the true 
mark of philosophic talent. The person who is responsive to 
the stimuli of art behaves toward the reality of dream much 
the way the philosopher behaves toward the reality of 
existence: he observes exactly and enjoys his observations, 
for it is by these images that he interprets life, by these 
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processes that he rehearses it. Nor is it by pleasant images 
only that such plausible connections are made: the whole 
divine comedy of life, including its somber aspects, its 
sudden balkings, impish accidents, anxious expectations, 
moves past him, not quite like a shadow play - for it is he 
himself, after all, who lives and suffers through these 
scenes - yet never without giving a fleeting sense of 
illusion; and I imagine that many persons have reassured 
themselves amidst the perils of dream by calling out, "It is a 
dream! I want it to go on." I have even heard of people 
spinning out the causality of one and the same dream over 
three or more successive nights. All these facts clearly bear 
witness that our innermost being, the common substratum 
of humanity, experiences dreams with deep delight and a 
sense of real necessity. This deep and happy sense of the 
necessity of dream experiences was expressed by the 
Greeks in the image of Apollo. Apollo is at once the god of 
all plastic powers and the soothsaying god. He who is 
etymologically the "lucent" one, the god of light, reigns 
also over the fair illusion of our inner world of fantasy. The 
perfection of these conditions in contrast to our imperfectly 
understood waking reality, as well as our profound 
awareness of nature's healing powers during the interval of 
sleep and dream, furnishes a symbolic analogue to the 
soothsaying faculty and quite generally to the arts, which 
make life possible and worth living. But the image of 
Apollo must incorporate that thin line which the dream 
image may not cross, under penalty of becoming 
pathological, of imposing itself on us as crass reality: a 
discreet limitation, a freedom from all extravagant urges, 
the sapient tranquillity of the plastic god. His eye must be 
sunlike, in keeping with his origin. Even at those moments 
when he is angry and ill tempered there lies upon him the 
consecration of fair illusion. In an eccentric way one might 
say of Apollo what Schopenhauer says, in the first part of 
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The World as Will and Idea, of man caught in the veil of 
Maya: "Even as on an immense, raging sea, assailed by 
huge wave crests, a man sits in a little rowboat trusting his 
frail craft, so, amidst the furious torments of this world, the 
individual sits tranquilly, supported by the principitum 
individuationis and relying on it." One might say that the 
unshakable confidence in that principle has received its 
most magnificent expression in Apollo, and that Apollo 
himself may be regarded as the marvelous divine image of 
the principium individuationis, whose looks and gestures 
radiate the full delight, wisdom, and beauty of "illusion." 


In the same context Schopenhauer has described for us the 
tremendous awe which seizes man when he suddenly 
begins to doubt the cognitive modes of experience, in other 
words, when in a given instance the law of causation seems 
to suspend itself. If we add to this awe the glorious 
transport which arises in man, even from the very depths of 
nature, at the shattering of the principium individuationis) 
then we are in a position to apprehend the essence of 
Dionysiac rapture, whose closest analogy is furnished by 
physical intoxication. Dionysiac stirrings arise either 
through the influence of those narcotic potions of which all 
primitive races speak in their hymns, or through the 
powerful approach of spring, which penetrates with joy the 
whole frame of nature. So stirred, the individual forgets 
himself completely. It is the same Dionysiac power which 
in medieval Germany drove ever increasing crowds of 
people singing and dancing from place to place; we 
recognize in these St. John's and St. Vitus' dancers the 
bacchic choruses of the Greeks, who had their precursors in 
Asia Minor and as far back as Babylon and the orgiastic 
Sacaea. There are people who, either from lack of 
experience or out of sheer stupidity, turn away from such 
phenomena, and, strong in the sense of their own sanity, 
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label them either mockingly or pityingly "endemic 
diseases." These benighted souls have no idea how 
cadaverous and ghostly their "sanity" appears as the intense 
throng of Dionysiac revelers sweeps past them. 


Not only does the bond between man and man come to be 
forged once more by the magic of the Dionysiac rite, but 
nature itself, long alienated or subjugated, rises again to 
celebrate the reconciliation with her prodigal son, man. The 
earth offers its gifts voluntarily, and the savage beasts of 
mountain and desert approach in peace. The chariot of 
Dionysos is bedecked with Howers and garlands; panthers 
and tigers stride beneath his yoke. If one were to convert 
Beethoven's "Paean to Joy" into a painting, and refuse to 
curb the imagination when that multitude prostrates itself 
reverently in the dust, one might form some apprehension 
of Dionysiac ritual. Now the slave emerges as a freeman; 
all the rigid, hostile walls which either necessity or 
despotism has erected between men are shattered. Now that 
the gospel of universal harmony is sounded, each individual 
becomes not only reconciled to his fellow but actually at 
one with him - as though the veil of Maya had been torn 
apart and there remained only shreds floating before the 
vision of mystical Oneness. Man now expresses himself 
through song and dance as the member of a_ higher 
community; he has forgotten how to walk, how to speak, 
and is on the brink of taking wing as he dances. Each of his 
gestures betokens enchantment; through him sounds a 
supernatural power, the same power which makes the 
animals speak and the earth render up milk and honey. 


He feels himself to be godlike and strides with the same 
elation and ecstasy as the gods he has seen in his dreams. 
No longer the artist, he has himself become a work of art: 
the productive power of the whole universe is now manifest 
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in his transport, to the glorious satisfaction of the 
primordial One. The finest clay, the most precious marble - 
man - is here kneaded and hewn, and the chisel blows of the 
Dionysiac world artist are accompanied by the cry of the 
Eleusinian mystagogues: "Do you fall on your knees, 
multitudes, do you divine your creator?" 


SECTION II 


So far we have examined the Apollonian and Dionysiac 
states as the product of formative forces arising directly 
from nature without the mediation of the human artist. At 
this stage artistic urges are satisfied directly, on the one 
hand through the imagery of dreams, whose perfection is 
quite independent of the intellectual rank, the artistic 
development of the individual; on the other hand, through 
an ecstatic reality which once again takes no account of the 
individual and may even destroy him, or else redeem him 
through a mystical experience of the collective. In relation 
to these immediate creative conditions of nature every artist 
must appear as "imitator," either as the Apollonian dream 
artist or the Dionysiac ecstatic artist, or, finally (as in Greek 
tragedy, for example) as dream and ecstatic artist in one. 
We might picture to ourselves how the last of these, in a 
state of Dionysiac intoxication and mystical selfabrogation, 
wandering apart from the reveling throng, sinks upon the 
ground, and how there is then revealed to him his own 
condition - complete oneness with the essence of the 
universe - in a dream similitude. 


Having set down these general premises and distinctions, 
we now turn to the Greeks in order to realize to what degree 
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the formative forces of nature were developed in them. 
Such an inquiry will enable us to assess properly the 
relation of the Greek artist to his prototypes or, to use 
Aristotle's expression, his "imitation of nature." Of the 
dreams the Greeks dreamed it is not possible to speak with 
any certainty, despite the extant dream literature and the 
large number of dream anecdotes. But considering the 
incredible accuracy of their eyes, their keen and unabashed 
delight in colors, one can hardly be wrong in assuming that 
their dreams too showed a strict consequence of lines and 
contours, hues and groupings, a progression of scenes 
similar to their best bas reliefs. The perfection of these 
dream scenes might almost tempt us to consider the 
dreaming Greek as a Homer and Homer as a dreaming 
Greek; which would be as though the modern man were to 
compare himself in his dreaming to Shakespeare. 


Yet there is another point about which we do not have to 
conjecture at all: I mean the profound gap separating the 
Dionysiac Greeks from the Dionysiac barbarians. 
Throughout the range of ancient civilization (leaving the 
newer civilizations out of account for the moment) we find 
evidence of Dionysiac celebrations which stand to the 
Greek type in much the same relation as the bearded satyr, 
whose name and attributes are derived from the hegoat, 
stands to the god Dionysos. The central concern of such 
celebrations was, almost universally, a complete sexual 
promiscuity overriding every form of established tribal law; 
all the savage urges of the mind were unleashed on those 
occasions until they reached that paroxysm of lust and 
cruelty which has always struck me as the "witches' 
cauldron" par excellence. It would appear that the Greeks 
were for a while quite immune from these feverish excesses 
which must have reached them by every known land or sea 
route. What kept Greece safe was the proud, imposing 
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image of Apollo, who in holding up the head of the Gorgon 
to those brutal and grotesque Dionysiac forces subdued 
them. Doric art has immortalized Apollo's majestic 
rejection of all license. But resistance became difficult, 
even impossible, as soon as similar urges began to break 
forth from the deep substratum of Hellenism itself. Soon 
the function of the Delphic god developed into something 
quite different and much more limited: all he could hope to 
accomplish now was to wrest the destructive weapon, by a 
timely gesture of pactfication, from his opponent's hand. 
That act of pactfication represents the most important event 
in the history of Greek ritual; every department of life now 
shows symptoms of a revolutionary change. The two great 
antagonists have been reconciled. Each feels obliged 
henceforth to keep to his bounds, each will honor the other 
by the bestowal of periodic gifts, while the cleavage 
remains fundamentally the same. And yet, if we examine 
what happened to the Dionysiac powers under the pressure 
of that treaty we notice a great difference: in the place of 
the Babylonian Sacaea, with their throwback of men to the 
condition of apes and tigers, we now see entirely new rites 
celebrated: rites of universal redemption, of glorious 
transfiguration. Only now has it become possible to speak 
of nature's celebrating an esthetic triumph; only now has the 
abrogation of the principiunt individuationis become an 
esthetic event. That terrible witches' brew concocted of lust 
and cruelty has lost all power under the new conditions. Yet 
the peculiar blending of emotions in the heart of the 
Dionysiac reveler - his ambiguity if you will - seems still to 
hark back (as the medicinal drug harks back to the deadly 
poison) to the days when the infliction of pain was 
experienced as joy while a sense of supreme triumph 
elicited cries of anguish from the heart. For now in every 
exuberant joy there is heard an undertone of terror, or else a 
wistful lament over an irrecoverable loss. It is as though in 
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these Greek festivals a sentimental trait of nature were 
coming to the fore, as though nature were bemoaning the 
fact of her fragmentation, her decomposition into separate 
individuals. The chants and gestures of these revelers, so 
ambiguous in their motivation, represented an absolute 
novum in the world of the Homeric Greeks; their Dionysiac 
music, in especial, spread abroad terror and a deep shudder. 
It is true: music had long been familiar to the Greeks as an 
Apollonian art, as a regular beat like that of waves lapping 
the shore, a plastic rhythm expressly developed for the 
portrayal of Apollonian conditions. Apollo's music was a 
Doric architecture of sound - of barely hinted sounds such 
as are proper to the cithara. Those very elements which 
characterize Dionysiac music and, after it, music quite 
generally: the heart shaking power of tone, the uniform 
stream of melody, the incomparable resources of harmony - 
all those elements had been carefully kept at a distance as 
being inconsonant with the Apollonian norm. In the 
Dionysiac dithyramb man is incited to strain his symbolic 
faculties to the utmost; something quite unheard of is now 
clamoring to be heard: the desire to tear asunder the veil of 
Maya, to sink back into the original oneness of nature; the 
desire to express the very essence of nature symbolically. 
Thus an entirely new set of symbols springs into being. 
First, all the symbols pertaining to physical features: mouth, 
face, the spoken word, the dance movement which 
coordinates the limbs and bends them to its rhythm. Then 
suddenly all the rest of the symbolic forces - music and 
rhythm as such, dynamics, harmony - assert themselves 
with great energy. In order to comprehend this total 
emancipation of all the symbolic powers one must have 
reached the same measure of inner freedom those powers 
themselves were making manifest; which is to say that the 
votary of Dionysos could not be understood except by his 
own kind. It is not difficult to imagine the awed surprise 
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with which the Apollonian Greek must have looked on him. 
And that surprise would be further increased as the latter 
realized, with a shudder, that all this was not so alien to him 
after all, that his Apollonian consciousness was but a thin 
veil hiding from him the whole Dionysiac realm. 


SECTION III 


In order to comprehend this we must take down the 
elaborate edifice of Apollonian culture stone by stone until 
we discover its foundations. At first the eye is struck by the 
marvelous shapes of the Olympian gods who stand upon its 
pediments, and whose exploits, in shining bas relief, adorn 
its friezes. The fact that among them we find Apollo as one 
god among many, making no claim to a privileged position, 
should not mislead us. The same drive that found its most 
complete representation in Apollo generated the whole 
Olympian world, and in this sense we may consider Apollo 
the father of that world. But what was the radical need out 
of which that illustrious society of Olympian beings 
sprang? 


Whoever approaches the Olympians with a different 
religion in his heart, seeking moral elevation, sanctity, 
spirituality, loving kindness, will presently be forced to turn 
away from them in ill humored disappointment. Nothing in 
these deities reminds us of asceticism, high intellect, or 
duty: we are confronted by luxuriant, trrumphant existence, 
which de)fies the good and the bad indifferently. And the 
beholder may find himself dismayed in the presence of such 
overfiowing life and ask himself what potion these heady 
people must have drunk in order to behold, in whatever 
direction they looked, Helen laughing back at them, the 
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beguiling image of their own existence. But we shall call 
out to this beholder, who has already turned his back: Don't 
go! Listen first to what the Greeks themselves have to say 
of this life, which spreads itself before you with such 
puzzling serenity. An old legend has it that King Midas 
hunted a long time in the woods for the wise Silenus, 
companion of Dionysos, without being able to catch him. 
When he had finally caught him the king asked him what he 
considered man's greatest good. The daemon remained 
sullen and uncommunicative until finally, forced by the 
king, he broke into a shrill laugh and spoke: "Ephemeral 
wretch, begotten by accident and toil, why do you force me 
to tell you what it would be your greatest boon not to hear? 
What would be best for you is quite beyond your reach: not 
to have been born, not to be, to be nothing. But the second 
best is to die soon." 


What is the relation of the Olympian gods to this pop ular 
wisdom? It is that of the entranced vision of the martyr to 
his torment. 


Now the Olympian magic mountain opens itself before us, 
showing us its very roots. The Greeks were keenly aware of 
the terrors and horrors of existence; in order to be able to 
live at all they had to place before them the shining fantasy 
of the Olympians. Their tremendous distrust of the titanic 
forces of nature: Moira, mercilessly enthroned beyond the 
knowable world; the vulture which fed upon the great 
philanthropist Prometheus; the terrible lot drawn by wise 
Oedipus; the curse on the house of Atreus which brought 
Orestes to the murder of his mother: that whole Panic 
philosophy, in short, with its mythic examples, by which 
the gloomy Etruscans perished, the Greeks conquered - or 
at least hid from view - again and again by means of this 
art)ficial Olympus. In order to live at all the Greeks had to 
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construct these deities. The Apollonian need for beauty had 
to develop the Olympian hierarchy of joy by slow degrees 
from the original titanic hierarchy of terror, as roses are 
seen to break from a thorny thicket. How else could life 
have been borne by a race so hypersensitive, so emotionally 
intense, so equipped for suffering? The same drive which 
called art into being as a completion and consummation of 
existence, and as a guarantee of further existence, gave rise 
also to that Olympian realm which acted as a transfiguring 
mirror to the Hellenic will. The gods just)fied human life by 
living it themselves - the only satisfactory theodicy ever 
invented. To exist in the clear sunlight of such deities was 
now felt to be the highest good, and the only real grief 
suffered by Homeric man was inspired by the thought of 
leaving that sunlight, especially when the departure seemed 
imminent. Now it became possible to stand the wisdom of 
Silenus on its head and proclaim that it was the worst evil 
for man to die soon, and second worst for him to die at all. 
Such laments as arise now arise over short lived Achilles, 
over the generations ephemeral as leaves, the decline of the 
heroic age. It is not unbecoming to even the greatest hero to 
yearn for an afterlife, though it be as a day laborer. So 
impetuously, during the Apollonian phase, does man's will 
desire to remain on earth, so identified does he become with 
existence, that even his lament tums to a song of praise. 


It should have become apparent by now that the harmony 
with nature which we late comers regard with such 
nostalgia, and for which Schiller has coined the cant term 
nalve, is by no means a simple and inevitable condition to 
be found at the gateway to every culture, a kind of paradise. 
Such a belief could have been endorsed only by a period for 
which Rousseau's Emile was an artist and Homer just such 
an artist nurtured in the bosom of nature. Whenever we 
encounter "naivete" in art, we are face to face with the 
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ripest fruit of Apollonian culture - which must always 
triumph first over titans, kill monsters, and overcome the 
somber contemplation of actuality, the intense susceptibility 
to suffering, by means of illusions strenuously and zestfully 
entertained. But how rare are the instances of true naivete, 
of that complete identification with the beauty of 
appearance! It is this achievement which makes Homer so 
magnificent - Homer, who, as a single individual, stood to 
Apollonian popular culture in the same relation as the 
individual dream artist to the oneiric capacity of a race and 
of nature generally. The naivete of Homer must be viewed 
as a complete victory of Apollonian illusion. Nature often 
uses illusions of this sort in order to accomplish its secret 
purposes. The true goal is covered over by a phantasm. We 
stretch out our hands to the latter, while nature, aided by 
our deception, attains the former. In the case of the Greeks 
it was the will wishing to behold itself in the work of art, in 
the transcendence of genius; but in order so to behold itself 
its creatures had first to view themselves as glorious, to 
transpose themselves to a higher sphere, without having 
that sphere of pure contemplation either challenge them or 
upbraid them with insufficiency. It was in that sphere of 
beauty that the Greeks saw the Olympians as their mirror 
images; it was by means of that esthetic mirror that the 
Greek will opposed suffering and the somber wisdom of 
suffering which always accompanies artistic talent. As a 
monument to its victory stands Homer, the naive artist. 


SECTION IV 
We can learn something about that naive artist through the 
analogy of dream. We can imagine the dreamer as he calls 


out to himself, still caught in the illusion of his dream and 
without disturbing it, "This is a dream, and I want to go on 
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dreaming," and we can infer, on the one hand, that he takes 
deep delight in the contemplation of his dream, and, on the 
other, that he must have forgotten the day, with its horrible 
importunity, so to enjoy his dream. Apollo, the interpreter 
of dreams, will furnish the clue to what is happening here. 
Although of the two halves of life - the waking and the 
dreaming - the former is generally considered not only the 
more important but the only one which is truly lived, I 
would, at the risk of sounding paradoxical, propose the 
opposite view. The more I have come to realize in nature 
those omnipotent formative tendencies and, with them, an 
intense longing for illusion, the more I feel inclined to the 
hypothesis that the original Oneness, the ground of Being, 
ever suffering and contradictory, time and again has need of 
rapt vision and delightful illusion to redeem itself. Since we 
ourselves are the very stuff of such illusions, we must view 
ourselves as the truly non existent, that is to say, as a 
perpetual unfolding in time, space, and causality - what we 
label "empiric reality." But if, for the moment, we abstract 
from our own reality, viewing our empiric existence, as 
well as the existence of the world at large, as the idea of the 
original Oneness, produced anew each instant, then our 
dreams will appear to us as illusions of illusions, hence as a 
still higher form of satisfaction of the original desire for 
illusion. It is for this reason that the very core of nature 
takes such a deep delight in the naive artist and the naive 
work of art, which likewise is merely the illusion of an 
illusion. Raphael, himself one of those immortal "naive" 
artists, in a symbolic canvas has illustrated that reduction of 
illusion to further illusion which is the original act of the 
naive artist and at the same time of all Apollonian culture. 
In the lower half of his "Transfiguration," through the 
figures of the possessed boy, the despairing bearers, the 
helpless, terrified disciples, we see a reflection of original 
pain, the sole ground of being: "illusion" here is a reflection 
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of eternal contradiction, begetter of all things. From this 
illusion there rises, like the fragrance of ambrosia, a new 
illusory world, invisible to those enmeshed in the first: a 
radiant vision of pure delight, a rapt seeing through wide 
open eyes. Here we have, in a great symbol of art, both the 
fair world of Apollo and its substratum, the terrible wisdom 
of Silenus, and we can comprehend intuitively how they 
mutually require one another. But Apollo appears to us 
once again as the apotheosis of the  principitum 
individumionis, in whom the eternal goal of the original 
Oneness, namely its redemption through _ illusion, 
accomplishes itself. With august gesture the god shows us 
how there is need for a whole world of torment in order for 
the individual to produce the redemptive vision and to sit 
quietly in his rocking rowboat in mid sea, absorbed in 
contemplation. 


If this apotheosis of individuation is to be read in normative 
terms, we may infer that there is one norm only: the 
individual - or, more precisely, the observance of the limits 
of the individual: sophrosyne. As a moral deity Apollo 
demands self control from his people and, in order to 
observe such self control, a knowledge of self. And so we 
find that the esthetic necessity of beauty is accompanied by 
the imperatives, "Know thyself," and "Nothing too much." 
Conversely, excess and hubris come to be regarded as the 
hostile spirits of the non Apollonian sphere, hence as 
properties of the pre Apollonian era - the age of Titans - 
and the extra Apollonian world, that is to say the world of 
the barbarians. It was because of his Titanic love of man 
that Prometheus had to be devoured by vultures; it was 
because of his extravagant wisdom which succeeded in 
solving the riddle of the Sphinx that Oedipus had to be cast 
into a whirlpool of crime: in this fashion does the Delphic 
god interpret the Greek past. 
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The effects of the Dionysiac spirit struck the Apollonian 
Greeks as titanic and barbaric; yet they could not disguise 
from themselves the fact that they were essentially akin to 
chose deposed Titans and heroes. They felt more than that: 
their whole existence, with its temperate beauty, rested 
upon a base of suffering and knowledge which had been 
hidden from them until the reinstatement of Dionysos 
uncovered it once more. And lo and behold! Apollo found it 
impossible to live without Dionysos. The elements of 
titanism and barbarism fumed out to be quite as 
fundamental as the Apollonian element. And now let us 
imagine how the ecstatic sounds of the Dionysiac rites 
penetrated ever more enticingly into that art)ficially 
restrained and discreet world of illusion, how this clamor 
expressed the whole outrageous gamut of nature - delight, 
grief, knowledge - even to the most piercing cry; and then 
let us imagine how the Apollonian artist with his thin, 
monotonous harp music must have sounded beside the 
demoniac chant of the multitude! The muses presiding over 
the illusory arts paled before an art which enthusiastically 
told the truth, and the wisdom of Silenus cried "Woe!" 
against the serene Olympians. The individual, with his 
limits and moderations, forgot himself in the Dionysiac 
vortex and became oblivious to the laws of Apollo. 
Indiscreet extravagance revealed itself as truth, and 
contradiction, a delight bom of pain, spoke out of the 
bosom of nature. Wherever the Dionysiac voice was heard, 
the Apollonian norm seemed suspended or destroyed. Yet it 
is equally true that, in those places where the first assault 
was withstood, the prestige and majesty of the Delphic god 
appeared more rigid and threatening than before. The only 
way I am able to view Doric art and the Doric state is as a 
perpetual military encampment of the Apollonian forces. 
An art so defiantly austere, so ringed about with 
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fortifications - an education so military and exacting - a 
polity so ruthlessly cruel - could endure only in a continual 
state of resistance against the titanic and barbaric menace of 
Dionysos. 


Up to this point I have developed at some length a theme 
which was sounded at the beginning of this essay: how the 
Dionysiac and Apollonian elements, in a continuous chain 
of creations, each enhancing the other, dominated the 
Hellenic mind; how from the Iron Age, with its battles of 
Titans and its austere popular philosophy, there developed 
under the aegis of Apollo the Homeric world of beauty; 
how this "naive" splendor was then absorbed once more by 
the Dionysiac torrent, and how, face to face with this new 
power, the Apollonian code rigid)fied into the majesty of 
Doric art and contemplation. If the earlier phase of Greek 
history may justly be broken down into four major artistic 
epochs dramatizing the battle between the two hostile 
principles, then we must inquire further (lest Doric art 
appear to us as the acme and final goal of all these striving 
tendencies) what was the true end toward which that 
evolution moved. And our eyes will come to rest on the 
sublime and much lauded achievement of the dramatic 
dithyramb and Attic tragedy, as the common goal of both 
urges; whose mysterious marriage, after long discord, 
ennobled itself with such a child, at once Antigone and 
Cassandra. 


SECTION V 
We are now approaching the central concern of our inquiry, 
which has as its aim an understanding of the Dionysiac 


Apollonian spirit, or at least an intuitive comprehension of 
the mystery which made this conjunction possible. Our first 
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question must be: where in the Greek world is the new seed 
first to be found which was later to develop into tragedy 
and the dramatic dithyramb? Greek antiquity gives us a 
pictorial clue when it represents in statues, on cameos, etc., 
Homer and Archilochus side by side as ancestors and 
torchbearers of Greek poetry, in the certainty that only 
these two are to be regarded as truly original minds, from 
whom a stream of fire fiowed onto the entire later Greek 
world. Homer, the hoary dreamer, caught in utter 
abstraction, prototype of the Apollonian naive artist, stares 
in amazement at the passionate head of Archilochus, 
soldierly servant of the Muses, knocked about by fortune. 
All that more recent esthetics has been able to add by way 
of interpretation is that here the "objective" artist is 
confronted by the first "subjective" artist. We find this 
interpretation of little use, since to us the subjective artist is 
simply the bad artist, and since we demand above all, in 
every genre and range of art, a triumph over subiectivity, 
deliverance from the self, the silencing of every personal 
will and desire; since, in fact, we cannot imagine the 
smallest genuine art work lacking objectivity and 
disinterested contemplation. For this reason our esthetic 
must first solve the following problem: how is the lyrical 
poet at all possible as artist - he who, according to the 
experience of all times, always says "I" and recites to us the 
entire chromatic scale of his passions and appetites? It is 
this Archilochus who most disturbs us, placed there beside 
Homer, with the stridor of his hate and mockery, the 
drunken outbursts of his desire. Isn't he - the first artist to 
be called subjective - for that reason the veritable non 
artist? How, then, are we to explain the reverence in which 
he was held as a poet, the honor done him by the Delphic 
oracle, that seat of "objective" art, in a number of very 
curious sayings? 
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Schiller has thrown some light on his own manner of 
composition by a psychological observation which seems 
inexplicable to himself without, however, giving him pause. 
Schiller confessed that, prior to composing, he experienced 
not a logically connected series of images but rather a 
mus~cal mood. "With me emotion is at the beginning 
without dear and definite ideas; those ideas do not arise 
until later on. A certain musical disposition of mind comes 
first, and after follows the poetical idea." If we enlarge on 
this, taking into account the most important phenomenon of 
ancient poetry, by which I mean that union - nay identity - 
everywhere considered natural, between musician and poet 
(alongside which our modern poetry appears as the statue of 
a god without a head), then we may, on the basis of the 
esthetics adumbrated earlier, explain the Iyrical poet in the 
following manner. He is, first and foremost, a Dionysiac 
artist, become wholly identified with the original Oneness, 
its pain and contradiction, and producing a replica of that 
Oneness as music, if music may legitimately be seen as a 
repetition of the world; however, this music becomes 
visible to him again, as in a dream similitude, through the 
Apollonian dream infiuence. That reflection, without image 
or idea, of original pain in music, with its redemption 
through illusion, now produces a second reflection as a 
single simile or example. The artist had abrogated his 
subjectivity earlier, during the Dionysiac phase: the image 
which now reveals to him his oneness with the heart of the 
world is a dream scene showing forth vividly, together with 
original pain, the original delight of illusion. The "I" thus 
sounds out of the depth of being; what recent writers on 
esthetics speak of as "subjectivity" is a mere figment. When 
Ardlilochus, the first lyric poet of the Greeks, hurls both his 
frantic love and his contempt at the daughters of Lycambes, 
it is not his own passion that we see dancing before us in an 
orgiastic frenzy: we see Dionysos and the maenads, we see 
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the drunken reveler Archilochus, sunk down in sleep - as 
Euripides describes him for us in the Bacchae, asleep on a 
high mountain meadow, in the midday sun - and now 
Apollo approaches him and touches him with his laurel. 
The sleeper's enchantment through Dionysiac music now 
begins to emit sparks of imagery, poems which, at their 
point of highest evolution, will bear the name of tragedies 
and dramatic dithyrambs. 


The sculptor, as well as his brother, the epic poet, is 
committed to the pure contemplation of images. The 
Dionysiac musician, himself imageless, is nothing but 
original pain and reverberation of the image. Out of this 
mystical process of un selving, the poet's spirit feels a 
whole world of images and similitudes arise, which are 
quite different in hue, causality, and pace from the images 
of the sculptor or narrative poet. While the last lives in 
those images, and only in them, with joyful complacence, 
and never tires of scanning them down to the most minute 
features, while even the image of angry Achilles is no more 
for him than an image whose irate countenance he enjoys 
with a dreamer's delight in appearance - so that this mirror 
of appearance protects him from complete fusion with his 
characters - the Iyrical poet, on the other hand, himself 
becomes his images, his images are object)fied versions of 
himself. Being the active center of that world he may boldly 
speak in the first person, only his "I" is not that of the actual 
waking man, but the "I" dwelling, truly and eternally, in the 
ground of being. It is through the reflections of that "I" that 
the Iyric poet beholds the ground of being. Let us imagine, 
next, how he views himself too among these reflections - as 
non genius, that is, as his own subject matter, the whole 
teeming crowd of his passions and intentions directed 
toward a definite goal; and when it now appears as though 
the poet and the nonpoet joined to him were one, and as 
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though the former were using the pronoun "I," we are able 
to see through this appearance, which has deceived those 
who have attached the label "subjective" to the Iyrical poet. 
The man Archilochus, with his passionate loves and hates, 
is really only a vision of genius, a genius who is no longer 
merely Archilochus but the genius of the universe, 
expressing its pain through the similitude of Archilochus 
the man. Archilochus, on the other hand, the subjectively 
willing and desiring human being, can never be a poet. Nor 
is it at all necessary for the poet to see only the 
phenomenon of the man Archilochus before him as a 
reflection of Eternal Being: the world of tragedy shows us 
to what extent the vision of the poet can remove itself from 
the urgent, immediate phenomenon. 


Schopenhauer, who was fully aware of the difficulties the 
Iyrical poet creates for the speculative esthetician, thought 
that he had found a solution, which, however, I cannot 
endorse. It is true that he alone possessed the means, in his 
profound philosophy of music, for solving this problem; 
and I think I have honored his achievement in these pages, I 
hope in his own spirit. Yet in the first part of The World as 
Will and Idea he characterizes the essence of song as 
follows: "The consciousness of the singer is filled with the 
subject of will, which is to say with his own willing. That 
willing may either be a released, satisfied willing (joy), or, 
as happens more commonly, an inhibited willing (sadness). 
In either case there is affect here: passion, violent 
commotion. At the same time, however, the singer is 
moved by the contemplation of nature surrounding him to 
experience himself as the subject of pure, un willing 
ideation, and the unshakable tranquillity of that ideation 
becomes contrasted with the urgency of his willing, its 
limits, and its lacks. It is the experience of this contrast, or 
tug of war, which he expresses in his song. While we find 
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ourselves in the Iyrical condition, pure ideation approaches 
us, as it were, to deliver us from the urgencies of willing; 
we obey, yet obey for moments only. Again and again our 
willing, our memory of personal objectives, distracts us 
from tranquil contemplation, while, conversely, the next 
scene of beauty we behold will yield us up once more to 
pure ideation. For this reason we find in song and in the 
lyrical mood a curious mixture of willing (our personal 
interest in purposes) and pure contemplation (whose subject 
matter is furnished by our surroundings); relations are 
sought and imagined between these two sets of experiences. 
Subjective mood - the affection of the will - communicates 
its color to the purely viewed surroundings, and vice versa. 
All authentic song reflects a state of mind mixed and 
divided in this manner." 


Who can fail to perceive in this description that Iyric poetry 
is presented as an art never completely realized, indeed a 
hybrid whose essence is made to consist in an uneasy 
mixture of will and contemplation, 1.e., the esthetic and the 
non esthetic conditions} We, on our part, maintain that the 
distinction between subjective and objective, which even 
Schopenhauer still uses as a sort of measuring stick to 
distinguish the arts, has no value whatever in esthetics; the 
reason being that the subject - the striving individual bent 
on furthering his egoistic purposes - can be thought of only 
as an enemy to art, never as its source. But to the extent that 
the subject is an artist he is already delivered from 
individual will and has become a medium through which 
the True Subject celebrates His redemption in illusion. For 
better or worse, one thing should be quite obvious to all of 
us: the entire comedy of art is not played for our own sakes 
- for our betterment or education, say - nor can we consider 
ourselves the true originators of that art realm; while on the 
other hand we have every right to view ourselves as esthetic 
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projections of the veritable creator and derive such dignity 
as we possess from our status as art works. Only as an 
esthetic product can the world be just)fied to all eternity - 
although our consciousness of our own sign)ficance does 
scarcely exceed the consciousness a painted soldier might 
have of the battle in which he takes part. Thus our whole 
knowledge of art is at bottom illusory, seeing that as mere 
knowers we can never be fused with that essential spirit, at 
the same time creator and spectator, who has prepared the 
comedy of art for his own edification. Only as the genius in 
the act of creation merges with the primal architect of the 
cosmos can he truly know something of the eternal essence 
of art. For in that condition he resembles the uncanny fairy 
tale image which is able to see itself by turning its eyes. He 
is at once subject and object, poet, actor, and audience. 


SECTION VI 


Scholarship has discovered in respect of Archilochus that 
he introduced folk song into literature, and that it was this 
feat which earned him the unique distinction of being 
placed beside Homer. Yet what does folk song represent in 
contrast to epic poetry, which is wholly Apollonian? Surely 
the classical instance of a union between Apollonian and 
Dionysiac intentions. Its tremendous distribution, as well as 
its constant proliferation wherever we look, attests the 
strength of that dual generative motive in nature: a motive 
which leaves its traces in folk song much the way the 
orgiastic movements of a nation leave their traces in music. 
Nor should it be difficult to show by historical evidence 
that every period which abounded in folk songs has, by the 
same token, been deeply stirred by Dionysiac currents. 
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Those currents have long been con~ the necessary 
substratum, or precondition, of folk poetry. 


But first of all we must regard folk song as a musical mirror 
of the cosmos, as primordial melody casting about for an 
analogue and finding that analogue eventually in poetry. 
Since melody precedes all else, it may have to undergo any 
number of object)fications, such as a variety of texts 
presents. But it is always, according to the naive estimation 
of the populace, much superior in importance to those texts. 
Melody gives birth to poetry again and again: this is 
implied by the atrophic form of folk song. For a long time I 
wondered at this phenomenon, until finally the following 
explanation offered itself. If we examine any collection of 
folk poetry - for example, Des Knaben Wunderhorn - in this 
light, we shall find countless examples of melody 
generating whole series of images, and those images, in 
their varicolored hues, abrupt transitions, and headlong 
forward rush, stand in the most marked contrast to the 
equable movement, the calm illusion, of epic verse. Viewed 
from the standpoint of the epic the uneven and irregular 
imagery of folk song becomes quite objectionable. Such 
must have been the feeling which the solemn rhapsodists of 
the Apollonian rites, during the age of Terpander, 
entertained with regard to popular lyric effusions. 


In folk poetry we find, moreover, the most intense effort of 
language to imitate the condition of music. For this reason 
Archilochus may be claimed to have ushered in an entirely 
new world of poetry, profoundly at variance with the 
Homeric; and by this distinction we have hinted at the only 
possible relation between poetry and music, word and 
sound. Word, image, and idea, in undergoing the power of 
music, now seek for a kind of expression 
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their varicolored hues, abrupt transitions, and headlong 
forward rush, stand in the most marked contrast to the 
equable movement, the calm illusion, of epic verse. Viewed 
from the standpoint of the epic the uneven and irregular 
imagery of folk song becomes quite objectionable. Such 
must have been the feeling which the solemn rhapsodists of 
the Apollonian rites, during the age of Terpander, 
entertained with regard to popular lyric effusions. 


In folk poetry we find, moreover, the most intense effort of 
language to imitate the condition of music. For this reason 
Archilochus may be claimed to have ushered in an entirely 
new world of poetry, profoundly at variance with the 
Homeric; and by this distinction we have hinted at the only 
possible relation between poetry and music, word and 
sound. Word, image, and idea, in undergoing the power of 
music, now seek for a kind of expression that would 
parallel it. In this sense we may distinguish two main 
currents in the history of Greek verse. according as 
language is used to imitate the world of appearance or that 
of music. To understand more profoundly the significance 
of this distinction, let the reader ponder the utter 
dissimilarity of verbal color, syntax and phraseology in the 
works of Homer and Pindar. He then cannot fail to 
conjecture that in the interval there must have sounded the 
orgiastic flute notes of Olympus, which, as late as 
Aristotle's time, in the midst of an infinitely more complex 
music, still rouses men to wild enthusiasm, and which at 
their inception must have challenged all contemporaries to 
imitate them by every available poetic resource. I wish to 
instance in this connection a well known phenomenon of 
our own era which our modish estheticians consider most 
exceptionable. We have noticed again and again how a 
Beethoven symphony compels the individual hearers to use 
pictorial speech - though it must be granted that a 
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collocation of these various descriptive sequences might 
appear rather checkered, fantastic, even contradictory. 
Small wonder, then, that our critics have exercised their 
feeble wit on these musical images, or else passed over the 
phenomenon - surely one worthy of further investigation - 
in complete silence. Even in cases where the composer 
himself has employed pictorial tags in talking about his 
work - calling one symphony "Pastoral," one movement 
"Brook Scene" and another "Jolly Concourse of Peasants" - 
these tropes are properly reducible to purely musical 
elements rather than standing for actual objects expressed 
through music. It is true that such musical representations 
can neither instruct us much concerning the Dionysiac 
content of music nor yet lay claim to any distinctive value 
as images. But once we study this discharge of music 
through images in a youthful milieu, among a people whose 
linguistic creativity is unimpaired, we can form some idea 
of how atrophic folk song must have arisen and how a 
nation's entire store of verbal resources might be mobilized 
by means of that novel principle, imitation of the language 
of music. 


If we are right in viewing lyric poetry as an efflorescence of 
music in images and ideas, then our next question will be, 
"How does music manifest itself in that mirror of images 
and ideas?" It manifests itself as will, using the term in 
Schopenhauer's sense, that is to say as the opposite of the 
esthetic, contemplative, un willing disposition. At this point 
it becomes necessary to discriminate very clearly between 
essence and appearance - for it is obviously impossible for 
music to represent the essential nature of the will; if it did, 
we would have to banish it from the realm of art altogether, 
seeing that the will is the non esthetic element par 
excellence. Rather we should say that music appears as the 
will. In order to express that appearance through images the 
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lyrical poet must employ the whole register of emotions, 
from the whisper of love to the roar of frenzy; moved by 
the urge to talk of music in Apollonian similitudes, he must 
first comprehend the whole range of nature, including 
himself, as the eternal source of volition, desire, appetite. 
But to the extent that he interprets music through images he 
is dwelling on the still sea of Apollonian contemplation, no 
matter how turbulently all that he beholds through the 
musical medium may surge about him. And when he looks 
at himself through that medium he will discover his own 
image in a state of turmoil: his own willing and desiring, 
his groans and jubilations, will all appear to him as a 
similitude by which music is interpreted. Such is the 
phenomenon of the lyric poet. Being an Apollonian genius, 
he interprets music through the image of the will, while he 
is himself turned into the pure. unshadowed eye of the sun, 
utterly detached from the will and its greed. 


Throughout this inquiry I have maintained the position that 
lyric poetry is dependent on the spirit of music to the same 
degree that music itself, in its absolute sovereignty, is 
independent of either image or concept, though it may 
tolerate both. The poet cannot tell us anything that was not 
already contained, with a most universal validity, in such 
music as prompted him to his figurative discourse. The 
cosmic symbolism of music resists any adequate treatment 
by language, for the simple reason that music, in referring 
to primordial contradiction and pain, symbolizes a sphere 
which is both earlier than appearance and beyond it. Once 
we Set it over against music, all appearance becomes a mere 
analogy. So it happens that language, the organ and symbol 
of appearance, can never succeed in bringing the innermost 
core of music to the surface. Whenever it engages in the 
imitation of music, language remains in purely superficial 
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contact with it, and no amount of poetic eloquence will 
carry us a step closer to the essential secret of that art. 


SECTION VII 


At this point we need to call upon every esthetic principle 
so far discussed, in order to find our way through the 
labyrinthine origins of Greek tragedy. I believe I am saying 
nothing extravagant when I claim that the problem of these 
origins has never even been posed, much less solved, no 
matter how often the elusive rags of ancient tradition have 
been speculatively sewn together and ripped apart That 
tradition tells us in no uncertain terms that tragedy arose out 
of the tragic chorus and was, to begin with, nothing but 
chorus. We are thus bound to scan the chorus closely as the 
archetypal drama, disregarding the current explanations of 
it as the idealized spectator, or as representing the populace 
over against the noble realm of the set. The latter 
interpretation, which sounds so grandly edifying to certain 
politicians (as though the democratic Athenians had 
represented in the popular chorus the invariable moral law, 
always right in face of the passionate misdeeds and 
extravagances of kings) may have been suggested by a 
phrase in Aristotle, but this lofty notion can have had no 
influence whatever on the original formation of tragedy, 
whose purely religious origins would exclude not only the 
opposition between the people and their rulers but any kind 
of political or social context. Likewise we would consider it 
blasphemous, in the light of the classical form of the chorus 
as we know it from Aeschylus and Sophocles, to speak of a 
"foreshadowing' of constitutional democracy, though others 
have not stuck at such blasphemy. No ancient polity ever 
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embodied constitutional democracy, and one dares to hope 
that ancient tragedy did not even foreshadow it. 


Much more famous than this political explanation of the 
chorus is the notion of A. W. Schlegel, who advises us to 
regard the chorus as the quintessence of the audience, as the 
"ideal spectator." If we hold this view against the historical 
tradition according to which tragedy was, in the beginning, 
nothing but chorus, it turns out to be a crude, unscholarly, 
though dazzling hypothesis - dazzling because of the 
effective formulation, the typically German bias for 
anything called "ideal," and our momentary wonder at the 
notion. For we are indeed amazed when we compare our 
familiar theater audience with the tragic chorus and ask 
ourselves whether the former could conceivably be 
construed into something analogous to the latter. We tacitly 
deny the possibility, and then are brought to wonder both at 
the boldness of Schlegel's assertion and at what must have 
been the totally different complexion of the Greek 
audience. We had supposed all along that the spectator, 
whoever he might be, would always have to remain 
conscious of the fact that he had before him a work of art, 
not empiric reality, whereas the tragic chorus of the Greeks 
is constrained to view the characters enacted on the stage as 
veritably existing. The chorus of the Oceanides think that 
they behold the actual Titan Prometheus, and believe 
themselves every bit as real as the god. Are we seriously to 
assume that the highest and purest type of spectator is he 
who, like the Oceanides, regards the god as physically 
present and real? That it is characteristic of the ideal 
spectator to rush on stage and deliver the god from his 
fetters? We had put our faith in an artistic audience, 
believing that the more intelligent the individual spectator 
was, the more capable he was of viewing the work of art as 
art; and now Schlegel's theory suggests to us that the 
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perfect spectator viewed the world of the stage not at all as 
art but as reality. "Oh these Greeks!" we moan. "They upset 
our entire esthetic!" But once we have grown accustomed 
to it, we repeat Schlegel's pronouncement whenever the 
question of the chorus comes up. 


The emphatic tradition I spoke of militates against 
Schlegel: chorus as such, without stage - the primitive form 
of tragedy - is incompatible with that chorus of ideal 
spectators. What sort of artistic genre would it be that 
derived from the idea of the spectator and crystallized itself 
in the mode of the "pure" spectator? A spectator with out 
drama is an absurdity. We suspect that the birth of tragedy 
can be explained neither by any reverence for the moral 
intelligence of the multitude nor by the notion of a spectator 
without drama, and, altogether, we consider the problem 
much too complex to be touched by such facile 
interpretations. 


An infinitely more valuable insight into the significance of 
the chorus was furnished by Schiller in the famous preface 
to his Bride of Messina, where the chorus is seen as a living 
wall which tragedy draws about itself in order to achieve 
insulation from the actual world, to preserve its ideal 
ground and its poetic freedom. 


Schiller used this view as his main weapon against 
commonplace naturalism, against the illusionistic demand 
made upon dramatic poetry. While the day of the stage was 
conceded to be artificial, the architecture of the set 
symbolic, the metrical discourse stylized, a_ larger 
misconception still prevailed. Schiller was not content to 
have what constitutes the very essence of poetry merely 
tolerated as poetic license. He insisted that the introduction 
of the chorus was the decisive step by which any naturalism 
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in art was openly challenged. This way of looking at art 
seems to me the one which our present age, thinking itself 
so superior, has labeled pseudo idealism. But I very much 
fear that we, with our idolatry of verisimilitude, have 
arrived at the opposite pole of all idealism, the realm of the 
waxworks. This too betrays a kind of art, as do certain 
popular novels of today. All I ask is that we not be 
importuned by the pretense that such art has left Goethe's 
and Schiller's "pseudo idealism" behind. 


It is certainly true, as Schiller saw, that the Greek chorus of 
satyrs, the chorus of primitive tragedy, moved on ideal 
ground, a ground raised high above the common path of 
mortals. The Greek has built for his chow he scaffolding of 
a fictive chthonic realm and placed thereon fictive nature 
spirits. Tragedy developed on this foundation, and so has 
been exempt since its beginning from the embarrassing task 
of copying actuality. All the same, the world of tragedy is 
by no means a world arbitrarily projected between heaven 
and earth; rather it is a world having the same reality and 
credibility as Olympus possessed for the devout Greek. The 
satyr, as the Dionysiac chorist, dweils n a reality sanctioned 
by myth and ritual. That tragedy should begin with him, 
that the Dionysiac wisdom of tragedy should speak through 
him, is as puzzling a phenomenon as, more generally, the 
origin of tragedy from the chorus. Perhaps we can gain a 
starting point for this inquiry by claiming that the satyr, that 
fictive nature sprite, stands to cultured man in the same 
relation as DionYsiac music does to civilization. Richard 
Wagner has said of the latter that it is absorbed by music as 
lamplight by daylight. In the same manner, I believe, the 
cultured Greek felt himself absorbed into the satyr chorus, 
and in the next development of Greek tragedy state and 
society, in fact all that separated man from man, gave way 
before an overwhelming sense of unity which led back into 
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the heart of nature. The metaphysical solace (with which, I 
wish to say at once, all true tragedv sends us away) that, 
despite every phenomenal change life is at bottom 
indestructibly joyful and powerful, was expressed most 
concretely in the chorus of satyrs, nature beings who dwell 
behind all civilization and preserve their identity through 
every change of generations and historical movement. 


With this chorus the profound Greek, so uniquely 
susceptible to the subtlest and deepest suffering, who had 
penetrated the destructive agencies of both nature and 
htory, solaced himself. Though he had been in danger of 
craving a Buddhistic denial of the will, he was saved by art, 
and through art life reclaimed him. 


While the transport of the Dionysiac state, with its 
suspension of all the ordinary barriers of existence, lasts, it 
carries with it a Lethean element in which everything that 
has been experienced by the individual is drowned. This 
chasm of oblivion separates the quotidian reality from the 
Dionysiac. But as soon as that quotidian reality enters 
consciousness once more it is viewed with loathing, and the 
consequence is an ascetic, abulic state of mind. In this sense 
Dionysiac man might be said to resemble Hamlet: both 
have looked deeply into the true nature of things, they have 
understood and are now loath to act. They realize that no 
action of theirs can work any change in the eternal 
condition of things, and they regard the imputation as 
ludicrous or debasing that they should set right the time 
which is out of joint. Understanding kills action, for in 
order to act we require the veil of illusion; such is Hamlet's 
doctrine, not to I e confounded with the cheap wisdom of 
John a Dreams, who through too much reflection, as it were 
a surplus of possibilities, never arrives at action. What, both 
in the case of Hamlet and of Dionysiac man, overbalances 


a1 


any motive leading to action, is not reflection but 
understanding, the apprehension of truth and its tesror. Now 
no comfort any longer avails, desire reaches beyond the 
transcendental world, beyond the gods themselves, and 
existence, together with its gulfing reflection in the gods 
and an immortal Beyond, is denied. The truth once seen, 
man is aware everywhere of the ghastly absurdity of 
existence, comprehends the symbolism of Ophelia's fate 
and the wisdom of the wood sprite Silenus: nausea invades 
him. 


Then, in this supreme jeopardy of the will, art, that 
sorceress expert in healing, approaches him; only she can 
tum his fits of nausea into imaginations with which it is 
possible to live. These are on the one hand the spirit of the 
sublime, which subjugates terror by means of art; on the 
other hand the comic spirit, which releases us, through art, 
from the tedium of absurdity. The satyr chorus of the 
dithyramb was the salvation of Greek art; the threatening 
paroxysms I have mentioned were contained by the 
intermediary of those Dionysiac attendants. 


SECTION VIII 


The satyr and the idyllic shepherd of later times have both 
been products of a desire for naturalness and simplicity. But 
how firmly the Greek shaped his wood sprite, and how self 
consciously and mawkishly the modern dallies with his 
tender, fluting shepherd! For the Greek the satyr expressed 
nature in a rude. uncultivated state: he did not, for that 
reason, confound him with the monkey. Quite the contrary, 
the satyr was man's true prototype, an expression of his 
highest and strongest aspirations. He was an enthusiastic 
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reveler, filled with transport by the approach of the god; a 
compassionate companion re enacting the sufferings of the 
god; a prophet of wisdom born out of nature's womb; a 
symbol of the sexual omnipotence of nature, which the 
Greek was accustomed to view with reverent wonder. The 
satyr was sublime and divine - so he must have looked to 
the traumatically wounded vision of Dionysiac man. Our 
tricked out, contrived shepherd would have offended him, 
but his eyes rested with sublime satisfaction on the open, 
undistorted limnings of nature. Here archetypal man was 
cleansed of the illusion of culture, and what revealed itself 
was authentic man, the bearded satyr jubilantly greeting his 
god. Before him cultured man dwindled to a false cartoon. 
Schiller is also correct as regards these beginnings of the 
tragic art: the chorus is a living wall against the onset of 
reality because it depicts reality more truthfully and more 
completely than does civilized man, who ordinarily 
considers himself the only reality. Poetry does not lie 
outside the world as a fantastic impossibility begotten of the 
poet's brain; it seeks to be the exact opposite, an 
unvarnished expression of truth, and for this reason must 
cast away the trumpery garments worn by the supposed 
reality of civilized man. The contrast between this truth of 
nature and the pretentious lie of civilization is quite similar 
to that between the etemal core of things and the entire 
phenomenal world. Even as tragedy, with its metaphysical 
solace, points to the etemity of true being surviving every 
phenomenal change, so does the symbolism of the satyr 
chorus express analogically the primordial relation between 
the thing in itself and appearance. The idyllic shepherd of 
modern man is but a replica of the sum of cultural illusions 
which he mistakes for nature. The Dionysiac Greek, 
desiring truth and nature at their highest power, sees 
himself metamorphosed into the satyr. 
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Such are the dispositions and insights of the reveling throng 
of Dionysos; and the power of these dispositions and 
insights transforms them in the* own eyes, until they 
behold themselves restored to the condition of genii, of 
satyrs. Later the tragic chorus came to be an esthetic 
imitation of that natural phenomenon; which then 
necessitated a distinction between Dionysiac spectators and 
votaries actually spellbound by the god. What must be kept 
in mind in all these investigations is that the audience of 
Attic tragedy discovered itself in the chorus of the 
orchestra. Audience and chorus were never fundamentally 
set over against each other: all was one grand chorus of 
dancing, singing satyrs, and of those who let themselves be 
represented by them. This granted, Schlegel's dictum 
assumes a profounder meaning. The chorus is the "ideal 
spectator" inasmuch as it is the only seer - seer of the 
visionary world of the proscenium. An audience of 
spectators, such as we know it, was unknown to the Greeks. 
Given the terraced structure of the Greek theater, rising in 
concentric arcs, each spectator could quite literally survey 
the entire cultural world about him and imagine himself, in 
the fullness of seeing, as a chorist. Thus we are enabled to 
view the chorus of primitive prototragedy as the projected 
image of Dionysiac man. The clearest illustration of this 
phenomenon is the experience of the actor, who, if he is 
truly gifted, has before his eyes the vivid image of the role 
he is to play. The satyr chorus is, above all, a vision of the 
Dionysiac multitude, just as the world of the stage is a 
vision of that satyr chorus - a vision so powerful that it 
blurs the actors' sense of the "reality" of cultured spectators 
ranged row on row about him. The structure of the Greek 
theater reminds us of a lonely mountain valley: the 
architecture of the stage resembles a luminous cloud 
configuration which the Bacchae behold as they swarm 
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down from the mountaintops; a marvelous frame in the 
center of which Dionysos manifests himself to them. 


Our scholarly ideas of elementary artistic process are likely 
to be offended by the primitive events which I have 
adduced here to explain the tragic chorus. And yet nothing 
can be more evident than the fact that the poet is poet only 
insofar as he sees himself surrounded by living acting 
shapes into whose innermost being he penetrates. It is our 
peculiar modem weakness to see all primitive esthetic 
phenomena in too complicated and abstract a way. 
Metaphor, for the authentic poet, is not a figure of rhetoric a 
representative image standing concretely before him in lieu 
of a concept. A character, to him, is not an assemblage of 
individual traits laboriously pieced together, but a 
personage beheld as insistently living before his eyes, 
differing from the image of the painter only in its capacity 
to continue living and acting. What is it that makes Homer 
so much more vivid and concrete in his descriptio~ any 
other poet? His lively eye, with which he discerns so much 
more. We all talk about poetry so abstractly because we all 
tend to be indifferent poets. At bottom the esthetic 
phenomenon is quite simple: all one needs in order to be a 
poet is the ability to have a lively action going on before 
one continually, to live surrounded by hosts of spirits. To 
be a dramatist all one needs is the urge to transform oneself 
and speak out of strange bodies and souls. 


Dionysiac excitation is capable of communicating to a 
whole multitude this artistic power to feel itself surrounded 
by, and one with, a host of spirits. What happens in the 
dramatic chorus is the primary dramatic phenomenon: 
projecting oneself outside oneself and then acting as though 
one had really entered another body, another character. This 
constitutes the first step in the evolution of drama. This art 
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is no longer that of the rhapsodist, who does not merge with 
his images but, like the painter, contemplates them as 
something outside himself; what we have here is the 
individual effacing himself through entering a strange 
being. It should be made clear that this phenomenon is not 
singular but epidemic: a whole crowd becomes rapt in this 
manner. It is for this reason that the dithyramb differs 
essentially from any other kind of chorus. The virgins who, 
carrying laurel branches and singing a processional chant, 
move solemnly toward the temple of Apollo, retain their 
identities and their civic names. The dithyrambic chorus on 
the other hand is a chorus of the transformed, who have 
forgotten their civic past and social rank, who have become 
timeless servants of their god and live outside all social 
spheres. While all the other types of Greek choric verse are 
simply the highest intensification of the Apollonian 
musician, in the dithyramb we see a community of 
unconscious actors all of whom see one another as 
enchanted. 


Enchantment is the precondition of all dramatic art. In this 
enchantment the Dionysiac reveler sees himself as satyr, 
and as satyr, in turn, he sees the god. In his transhnnstion he 
sees a new vision, which is the Apollonian completion of 
his state. And by the same token this new vision completes 
the dramatic act. 


Thus we have come to interpret Greek tragedy as a 
Dionvsiac chorus which again and again discharges itself 
~n Apollonian images. Those choric portions with which 
the tragedy is interlaced constitute, as it were, the matrix of 
the dialogue, that is to say, of the entire stage world of the 
actual drama. This substratum of tragedy irradiates, in 
several consecutive discharges, the vision of the drama - a 
vision on the one hand completely of the nature of 
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Apollonian dream illusion and therefore epic, but on the 
other hand, as the object)fication of a Dionysiac condition, 
tending toward the shattering of the individual and his 
fusion with the original Oneness. Tragedy is an Apollonian 
embodiment of Dionysiac insights and powers, and for that 
reason separated by a tremendous gulf from the epic. 


On this view the chorus of Greek tragedy, symbol of an 
entire multitude agitated bv Dionysos, can be fully 
explained. Whereas we who are accustomed to the role of 
the chorus in modem theater, especially opera, find it hard 
to conceive how the chorus of the Greeks should have been 
older, more central than the dramatic action proper 
(although we have clear testimony to this effect~; and 
whereas we have never been quite able to reconcile with 
this position of importance the fact that the chorus was 
composed of such lowly beings as - originally - goatlike 
satyrs; and whereas, further, the orchestra in front of the 
stage has always seemed a riddle to us - we now realize that 
the sta~e with its action was originally conceived as pure 
vision and that the only reality was the chorus, who created 
that vision out of itself and proclaimed it through the 
medium of dance, music, and spoken word. Since, in this 
vision, the chorus beholds its lord and master Dionysos, it 
remains forever an attendin2 chorus, it sees how the 
~suffers and transforms himself, and it has, for that reason, 
no need to act. But, notwithstanding its subordination to the 
god, the chorus remains the highest expression of nature, 
and, like nature, ut ers in its enthusiasm oracular words of 
wisdom. Being compassionate as well as wise, it proclaims 
a truth that issues from the heart of the world. Thus we see 
how that fantastic and at first sight embarrassing figure 
arises, the wise and enthusiastic satyr who is at the same 
time the "simpleton" as opposed to the god. The satyr is a 
replica of nature in its strongest tendencies and at the same 
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time. a herald of its wisdom and art. He combines in his 
person the roles of musician, poet, dancer and visionary. 


It is in keeping both with this insight and with general 
tradition that in the earliest tragedy Dionysos was not 
actually present but merely imagined. Original tragedy is 
only chorus and not drama at all. Later an attempt was 
made to demonstrate the god as real and to bring the vi~ 
sionary figure, together with the transfiguring frame, 
vividly before the eyes of every spectator. This marks the 
beginning of drama in the strict sense of the word. It then 
became the task of the dithvrambic chorus so to excite the 
mood of the listeners that when the tragic lero appeared 
they would behold not the awkwardly masked man but a 
figure born of their own rapt vision. If we imagine Ad - 
metus brooding on the memory of his recently departed 
wife, consuming himself in a spiritual contemplation of her 
form, and how a figure of similar shape and gait is led 
toward him in deep disguise; if we then imagine his tremor 
of excitement, his impetuous comparisons, his instinctive 
conviction - then we have an analogue for the excitement of 
the spectator beholding the god, with whose sufferings he 
has already identified himself, stride onto the stage. 
Instinctively he would project the shape of the god that was 
magically present to his mind onto that masked figure of a 
man, dissolving the latter's reality into a ghostly unreality. 
This is the Apollonian dream state, in which the daylight 
world is veiled and a new world - clearer, more 
comprehensible, more affecting than tlle first, and at the 
same time more shadowy - falls upon the eye in ever 
changing shapes. Thus we may recognize a drastic stylistic 
opposition: language, color, pace, dynamics of speech are 
polarized into the Dionysiac poetry of the chorus, on the 
one hand, and the Apollonian dream world of the scene on 
the other. The result is two completely separate spheres of 
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expression. The Apollonian embodiments in which 
Dionystos assumes objective shape are very different from 
the continual interplay of shifting forces in the music of the 
chorus, from those powers deeply felt bv the enthusias,t, 
but which he is incapable of condensing into a clear image. 
The adept no longer obscurely senses the approach of the 
god: the god now speaks to him from the proscenium with 
the clarity and fimmness of epic, as an epic hero, almost in 
the language of Homer. 


SECTION IX 


Everything that rises to the surface in the Apollonian 
portion of Greek tragedy (in the dialogue) looks simple, 
trans ~ parent, beautiful. In this sense the dialogue is a 
mirror of the Greek mind, whose nature manifests itself in 
,dance, since in dance the maximum power is only 
potentially present, betraying itself in the suppleness and 
opulence of movement. The language of the Sophoclean 
heroes surprises us by its Apollonian determinacy and 
lucidity. It seems to us that we can fathom their innermost 
being, and we are somewhat surprised that we had such a 
short way to go. However, once we abstract from the 
character of the hero as it rises to the surface and becomes 
visible (a character at bottom no more than a luminous 
shape projected onto a dark wall, that is to say, appearance 
through and through) and instead penetrate into the myth 
which is projected in these luminous reflections, we 
suddenly come up against a phenomenon which is the exact 
opposite of a familiar optical o~e. After an energetic 
attempt to focus on the sun we have, by way of remedy 
almost, dark spots before our eyes when we turn away. 
Conversely, the luminous images of the Sophoclean heroes 
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- those Apollonian masks - are the necessary productions of 
a deep look into the horror of nature; luminous spots, as it 
were, designed to cure an eye hurt by the ghastly night. 
Only in this way can we orm an quate notion ot the 
seriousness of Greek "serenity"; whereas we find that 
serenity generally misinterpreted nowadays as a condition 
of undisturbed complacence. 


Sophocles conceived doomed Oedipus the greatest sufferer 
of the Greek stage, as a pattern of nobility, destined to error 
and misery despite his wisdom, yet exercising a beneficent 
influence upon his environment in virtue of his ~ boundless 
grief. The profound poet tells us that a man i' who is truly 
noble is incapable of sin; though every law, 2 every natural 
order, indeed the entire canon of ethics, perish by his 
actions, those very actions will create a circle of higher 
consequences able to found a new world on the ruins of the 
old. This is the poet's message, insofar as he is at the same 
time a religious thinker In his capacity as poet he presents 
us in the beginning with a complicated legal knot in the 
slow unraveling of which the judge brings about his own 
destruction. The typically Greek delight in this dialectical 
solution is so great that it imparts an element ot triumphant 
serenity to the work, and thus removes the sting lurking in 
the ghastly premises of the plot. In Oedipus at Colonus we 
meet this same serenity, but utte~y transfigured. In contrast 
to the aged hero, stricken with excess of grief and passively 
undergoing his many misfortunes, we have here a 
transcendent serenity is uing from above and hinting that by 
his passive endurance the hero may yet gain a consummate 
energy of action. This activity (so different from his earlier 
conscious striving, which had resulted in pure passivity) 
will extend far beyond the limited experience of his own 
life. Thus the legal knot of the Oedipus fable, which had 
seemed to mortal eyes incapable of being disentangled, is 
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slowly loosened. And we experience the most profound 
human joy as we witness this divine counterpart of 
dialectics. If this explanation has done the poet justice, it 
may yet be asked whether it has exhausted the implications 
of the myth; and now we see that the poet's entire 
conception was nothing more nor less than the luminous 
afterimage which kind nature provides our eyes after a look 
into the abyss. Oedipus, his father's murderer, his mother's 
lover, solver of the Sphinx's riddle! What is the meaning of 
this triple fate? An ancient popular belief, especially strong 
in Persia, holds that a wise magus must be incestuously 
begotten. If we examine Oedipus, the solver of riddles and 
liberator of his mother, in the light of this Parsee belief, we 
may conclude that wherever soothsaying and magical 
powers have broken the spell of present and future, the rigid 
law of individuation, the magic circle of nature, extreme 
unnaturalness - in this case incest - is the necessary 
antecedent; for how should man force nature to yield up her 
secrets but by successfully resisting her, that is to say, by 
unnatural acts? This is the recognition I find expressed in 
the terrible triad of Oedipean fates: the same man who 
solved the riddle of nature (the ambiguous Sphinx) must 
also, as murderer of his father and husband of his mother, 
break the consecrated tables of the natural order. It is as 
though the myth whispered to us that wisdom, and 
especially Dionysiac wisdom, is an unnatural crime, and 
that whoever, in pride of knowledge, hurls nature into the 
abyss of destruction, must himself experience nature's 
disintegration. "The edge of wisdom is turned against the 
wise man; wisdom is a crime committed on nature": such 
are the terrible words addressed to us by myth. Yet the 
Greek poet, like a sunbeam, touches the terrible and austere 
Memnon's Column of myth, which proceeds to give forth 
Sophoclean melodies. Now I wish to contrast to the glory of 
passivity the glory of action, as it irradiates the Prometheus 
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of Aeschylus. Young Goethe has revealed to us, in the bold 
words his Prometheus addresses to Zeus, what the thinker 
Aeschylus meant to say, but what, as poet, he merely gave 
us to divine in symbol: 


Here | sit, kneading men 
In my image, 

A race like myself, 
Made to suffer, weep, 
Laugh and delight, 

And forget all about you 
- As I have forgotten. 


Man, raised to titanic proportions, conquers his own 
civilization and compels the gods to join forces with him, 
since by his autonomous wisdom he commands both their 
existence and the limitations of their sway. What appears 
most wonderful, however, in the Prometheus poem - 
ostensibly a hymn in praise of impiety - is its profound 
Aeschylean longing for justice. The immense suffering of 
the bold individual, on the one hand, and on the other the 
extreme jeopardy of the gods, prefiguring a "twilight of the 
gods" - the two together pointing to a reconciliation, a 
merger of their universes of suffering - all this reminds one 
vividly of the central tenet of Aeschylean speculation in 
which Moira, as eternal justice, is seen enthroned above 
men and gods alike. In considering the extraordinary 
boldness with which Aeschylus places the Olympian world 
on his scales of justice, we must remember that the 
profound Greek had an absolutely stable basis of 
metaphvsica thought in his mystery cults and that he was 
free to discharge all his sceptical velleities on the 
Olympians. The Greek artist, especially, experienced in - 
respect of these divinities an obscure sense of mutual 
dependency, a feeling which has been perfectly symbolized 
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in the Prometheus of Aeschylus. The titantic artist was 
strong in his defiant belief that he could create men and, at 
the least, destroy Olympian gods; this he was able to do by 
virtue of his superior wisdom, which, to be sure, he must 
atone for bv eternal suffering. The glorious power to do, 
which is possessed by great genius, and for which even 
eternal suffering is not too high a price to pay - the artist's 
austere pride - is of the very essence of Aeschylean poetry, 
while Sophocles in his Oedipus intones a paean to the saint. 
But even Aeschylus' interpretation of the myth fails to 
exhaust its extraordinary depth of terror. Once again, we 
may see the artist's buoyancy and creative iov as a luminous 
cloud shape reflected uPon the dark surface of a lake of 
sorrow. The legend of Prometheus is indigenous to the 
entire community of Aryan races and attests to their 
prevailing talent for profound and tragic vision. In fact, it is 
not improbable that this myth has the same characteristic 
importance for the Aryan mind as the myth of the Fall has 
for the Semitic, and that the two myths are related as 
brother and sister. The presupposition of the Prometheus 
myth is primitive man's belief in the supreme value of fire 
as the true palladium of every rising civilization. But for 
man to dispose of fire freely, and not receive it as a gift 
from heaven in the kindling thunderbolt and the warming 
sunlight, seemed a crime to thoughtful primitive man, a 
despoiling of divine nature. Thus this original philosophical 
problem poses at once an insoluble conflict between men 
and the ~ods, which lies like a huge boulder at the gateway 
to every culture. Man's highest good must be bought with a 
crime and paid for by the flood of grief and suffering which 
the offended divinities visit upon the human race in its 
noble ambition. An austere notion, this, which by the 
dignity it confers on crime presents a strange contrast to the 
Semitic myth of the Fall - a myth that exhibits curiosity, 
deception, suggestibility, concupiscence, in short a whole 
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series of principally feminine frailties, as the root of all evil. 
What distinguishes the Aryan conception is an exalted 
notion of active sin as the properly Promethean virtue; this 
notion provides us with the ethical substratum of 
pessimistic tragedy, which comes to be seen as a 
just)fication of human ills, that is to say of human guilt as 
well as the suffering purchased ~v that guilt. The tragedy at 
the heart of things, which the thoughtful Aryan is not 
disposed to quibble away, the contrariety at the center of 
the universe, is seen by him as an interpenetration of 
several worlds, as for instance a divine and a human, each 
individually in the right but each, as it encroaches upon the 
other, havina to suffer for its individuality. The individual, 
in the course of his heroic striving towards universality, de 
individuation, comes up against that primordial 
contradiction and learns both to sin and to suffer. The 
Aryan nations assign to crime the male, the Semites to sin 
the female gender; and it is quite consistent with these 
notions that the original act of hubris should be attributed to 
a man, original sin to a woman. For the rest, perhaps not too 
much should be made of this distinction, cf. the chorus of 
wizards in Goethe's Faust: 


'Tis no mystery to intuit: 

Far ahead swift woman scutries, 
But no matter how she hurries, 
Man in one bold leap will do it. 


Once we have comprehended the substance of the 
Prometheus myth - the imperative neCessitY gf hubris for 
the titanic individual - we must realize the non Apollonian 
character of this pessimistic idea. It is Apollo who 
tranquilizes the individual by drawing boundary lines, and 
who, by enjoining again and again the practice of 
selfknowledge, reminds him of the holy, universal norms. 
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But lest the Apollonian tendency freeze all form into 
Egyptian rigidity, and in attempting to prescribe its orbit to 
each particular wave inhibit the movement of the lake, the 
Dionysiac flood tide periodically destroys all the little 
circles in which the Apollonian will would confine 
Hellenism. The swiFdy rising Dionysiac tide then shoulders 
all the small individual wave crests, even as Prometheus' 
brother, the Titan Adas, shouldered the world. This titanic 
urge to be the Atlas of all individuals, to bear them on 
broad shoulders ever farther and higher, is the common 
bond between the Promethean and the Dionysiac forces. In 
this respect dhe Aeschylean Promedheus appears as a 
Dionysiac mask, while in his deep hunger for justice 
Aeschylus reveals his paternal descent from Apollo, god of 
individuation and just boundaries. We may express the 
Janus face, at once Dionysiac and Apollonian, of the 
Aeschylean Prometheus in the following formula: 
"Whatever exists is both just and unjust, and equally 
just)fied in both." What a world! 


SECTION X 


It is an unimpeachable tradition that m its earliest form 
Greek tragedy records only the auflferin~s of Dionysos, and 
that he was the only actor. But it may be claimed with equal 
justice that, up to Euripides, Dionysos remains the sole 
dramatic protagonist and that all the famous characters of 
the Greek stage, Prometheus, Oedipus, etc., are only masks 
of that original hero. The fact that a god hides behind all 
these masks accounts for the much admired "ideal" 
character of those celebrated figures. Someone, I can't 
recall who, has claimed that all individuals, as individuals, 
are comic, and therefore untragic; which seems to suggest 
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that the Greeks did not tolerate individuals at all on the 
tragic stage. And in fact they must have felt this way. The 
Platonic distinction between the idea and the eidolon is 
deem rooted in the Greek temperament If we wished to use 
Plato's terminology we might speak of the tragic characters 
of the Greek stage somewhat as follows: the one true 
Dionysos appears in a multiplicity of characters, in the 
mask of warrior hero, and enmeshed in the web of 
individual will. The god ascends the stage in the likeness of 
a striving and suffering individual. That he can appear at all 
with this clarity and precision is due to dream interpreter 
Apollo, who projects before the chorus its Dionysiac 
condition in this analogical figure. Yet in truth that hero is 
the suffering Dionysos of the mysteries. He of whom the 
wonderful myth relates that as a child he was dismemb.pred 
bv Titans now experiences in hls own person the pains of 
individuation, and in this condition is worshiped as 
Zagreus. We have here an indication that dismemberment - 
the truly Dionysiac suffering - was like a separation into air, 
water, earth, and fire, and that individuation should be 
regarded as the source of all suffering, and rejected. The 
smile of this Dionysos has ‘2iven birth to the Olympian 
gods, his tears have given birth to men. In his existence as 
dismembered god. Dionvsos shows the the nature of a cruel’ 
savage daemon and a mild, gentle ruler. Every hope of the 
Eleusinian initiates pointed to a rebirth of Dionvsos, which 
we can now interpret as meaning the end of individuation; 
the thundering paean of the adepts addressed itself to the 
coming of the third Dionysos. This hope alone sheds a 
beam of joy on a ravaged and fragmented world - as is 
shown by the myth of sorrowing Demeter, who rejoiced 
only when she was told that she might once again bear 
Dionysos. In these notions we already find all the 
components of a profound and mystic philosophy and, by 
the same token, of the mystery doctrine of tragedy; a 
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recognition that whatever exists is of a piece, and that 
individuation is the root of all evil; a conception of art as 
the sanguine hope that the spell of individuation may yet be 
broken. as an augury of eventual reintegration. 


I have said earlier that the Homeric epic was the poetic 
expression of Olympian culture, its victory song over the 
terrors of the battle with the Titans. Now, under the 
overmastering influence of tragic poetry, the Homeric 
myths were once more transformed and by _ this 
metempsychosis proved that in the interim Olympian 
culture too had been superseded by an even deeper 
philosophy. The contumacious Titan, Prometheus, now 
announced to his Olympian tormentor that unless the latter 
promptly joined forces with him, his reign would be in 
supreme danger. In the work of Aeschylus we recognize the 
alliance of the Titan with a frightened Zeus in terror of his 
end. Thus we find the earlier age of Titans brought back 
from Tartarus and restored to the light of day. A philosophy 
of wild, naked nature looks with the bold countenance of 
truth upon the flitting myths of the Homeric world: they 
pale and tremble before the lightning eye of this goddess, 
until the mighty fist of the Dionysiac artist forces them into 
the service of a new divinity. The Dionysiac truth 
appropriates the entire realm of myth as symbolic language 
for its own insights, which it expresses partly in the public 
rite of tragedy and partly in the secret celebrations of 
dramatic mysteries, but always under the old mythic veil. 
What was the power that rescued Prometheus from his 
vultures and transformed myth into a vehicle of Dionysiac 
wisdom? It was the Heraclean power of music, which 
reached its highest form in tragedy and endowed myth with 
a new and profound sign)ficance. Such, as we have said 
earlier, is the mighty prerogative of music. For it is the lot 
of every myth to creep gradually into the narrows of 
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supposititious historical fact and to be treated by some later 
time as a unique {,pvent of history. And the Greeks at that 
time were already well on their way to reinterpreting their 
childhood *cam, cleverly and arbitrarily, into pragmatic 
childhood history. It is the sure sign of the death of a 
religion when its mythic presuppositions become 
systematized, under the severe, rational eyes of an orthodox 
dogmatism, into a ready sum of historical events, and when 
people begin timidly defending the veracity of myth but at 
the same time resist its natural continuance - when the 
feeling for myth withers and its place is taken by a religion 
claiming historical foundations. This decaying myth was 
now seized by the newborn genius of Dionvsiac music. in 
whose hands it fiowered once more, with new colors and a 
fragrance that aroused a wistful longing for a metaphysical 
world. After this last florescence myth declined, its leaves 
withered, and before long all the ironic Lucians of antiquity 
caught at the faded blossoms whirled away by the wind. It 
was through tragedy that myth achieved its profoundest 
con'Sent. its most expressive form; it arose once again like a 
wounded warrior, its eyes alight with unspent power and 
the calm wisdom of the dying. 


What were you thinking of, overweening Euripides, when 
you hoped to press myth, then in its last agony, into your 
service? It died under your violent hands; but you could 
easily put in its place an imitation that, like Herades' 
monkey, would trick itself out in the master's robes. And 
even as myth, music too died under your hands; though you 
plundered greedily all the gardens of music, you could 
achieve no more than a counterfeit. And because vou had 
deserted Dionvsos. vou were in turn deserted by Apollo. 
Though you hunted all the passions up from their couch and 
conjured them into your circle, though you pointed and 
burnished a sophistic dialectic for the speeches of your 
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heroes, they have only counterfeit passions and speak 
counterfeit speeches. 


SECTION XI 


Greek tragedy perished in a manner quite different from the 
older sister arts: it died by suicide, in consequence of an 
insoluble confiict, while the others died serene and natural 
deaths at advanced ages. If it is the sign of a happy natural 
condition to die painlessly, leaving behind a fair progeny, 
then the decease of those older genres exhibits such a 
condition; they sank slowly, and their children, fairer than 
they, stood before their dying eyes, lifting up their heads in 
eagerness. The death of Greek tragedy, on the other hand, 
created a tremendous vacuum that was felt far and wide. As 
the Greek sailors in the time of Tiberius heard from a lonely 
island the agonizing cry "Great Pan is dead!" so could be 
heard ringing now t lrough the entire Greek world these 
painful cries: "Tragedy is dead! And poetry has perished 
with it! Away with you, puny, spiritless imitators! Away 
with you to Hades, where you may eat your fill of the 
crumbs thrown you by rmer masters!" 


When after all a new genre sprang into being which 
honored tragedy as its parent, the child was seen with 
dismay to bear indeed the features of its mother, but of its 
mother during her long death struggle. The death struggle 
of tragedy had been fought by Euripides, while the later art 
is known as the New Attic comedy. Tragedy lived on there 
in a degenerate form, a monument to its painful and 
laborious death. 
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In this context we can understand the passionate fondness 
of the writers of the new comedy for Euripides. Now the 
wish of Philemon - who was willing to be hanged for the 
pleasure of visiting Euripides in Hades, providing he could 
be sure that the dead man was still in possession of his 
senses - no longer seems strange to us. If one were to 
attempt to say briefly and merely by way of suggestion 
what Menander and Philemon had in common with 
Euripides, and what they found so exemplary and exciting 
in him, one might say that Euripides succeeded in 
transporting the spectator onto the stage. Once we rea e out 
of what substance the Promedhean dramatists before 
Euripides had formed their heroes and how far it had been 
from their thoughts to bring onto the stage a true replica of 
actuality, we shall see clearly how utterly different were 
Euripides’ intentions. Through him the common man ~und 
his way from the auditorium onto the stage. That mirror, 
which previously had shown only the great and bold 
features, now took on the kind of accuracy that reflects also 
the paltry traits of nature. Odysseus, the typical Greek of 
older art, declined under the hands of the new poets to the 
character of Graeculus, who henceforth held the center of 
the stage as the good humored, cunning slave. The merit 
which Euripides, in Aristophanes’ Frogs, attributes to 
himself, of having by his nostrum rid tragic art of its 
pompous embonpoint, is apparent in every one of his tragic 
heroes. Now every spectator could behold his exact 
counterpart on the Euripidean stage and was delighted to 
find him so eloquent. But that was not the only pleasure. 
People themselves learned to speak from Euripides - don't 
we hear him boast, in his contest with Aeschylus, that 
through him the populace had learned to observe, make 
transactions and form conclusions according to all the rules 
of art, with the utmost cleverness? It was through this 
revolution in public discourse that the new comedy became 
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possible. From now on the stock phrases to represent 
everyday affairs were ready to hand. While hitherto the 
character of dramatic speech had been determined by the 
demigod in tragedy and the drunken satyr in comedy, that 
bourgeois mediocrity in which Euripides placed all his 
political hopes now came to the fore. And so the 
Aristophanic Euripides could pride himself on having 
portrayed life "as it really is" and shown men how to attack 
it: if now all members of the populace were able to 
philosophize, plead their cases in court and make their 
business deals with incredible shrewdness, the merit was 
really his, the result of that wisdom he had inculcated in 
them. 


The new comedy could now address itself to a prepared, 
enlightened crowd, for whom Euripides had served as 
choirmaster - only in this case it was the chorus of 
spectators who had to be trained. As soon as this chorus had 
acquired a competence in the Euripidean key, the new 
comedy - that chesslike species of play - with its constant 
triumphs of cleverness and cunning, arose. Meanwhile The 
Birth of Tragedychoirmaster Euripides was the object of 
fulsome praise; in fact, people would have killed 
themselves in order to learn more from him had they not 
known that the tragic poets were quite as dead as tragedy 
itself. With tragedy the Greeks had given up the belief in 
immortality: not only the belief in an ideal past, but also the 
belief in an ideal future. The words of the famous epitaph 
"Inconstant and frivolous in old age" apply equally well to 
the last phase of Hellenism. Its supreme deities are wit, 
whim, caprice, the pleasure of the moment. The fifth estate, 
that of the slaves, comes into its own, at least in point of 
attitude, and if it is possible at all now to speak of Greek 
serenity, then it must refer to the serenity of the slave, who 
has no difficult responsibilities, no high aims, and to whom 
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nothing, past or future, is of greater value than the present. 
It was this semblance of Greek serenity that so outraged the 
profound and powerful minds of the first four centuries 
after Christ. This womanish escape from all seriousness and 
awe, this smug embracing of easy pleasure, seemed to them 
not only contemptible but the truly antiChristian frame of 
mind. It was they who handed on to later generations a 
picture of Greek antiquity painted entirely in the pale rose 
hues of serenity - as though there had never been a sixth 
century with its birth of tragedy, its Mysteries, its 
Pythagoras and Heracleitus, indeed as though the art works 
of the great period did not exist at all. And yet none of the 
latter could, of course, have sprung from the soil of such a 
trivial ignoble cheer, pointing as they do to an entirely 
different philosophy as their raison d'etre. 


When I said earlier that Euripides had brought the spectator 
on the stage in order to enable him to judge the play, I may 
have created the impression that the older drama had all 
along stood in a false relation to the spectator; and one 
might then be tempted to praise Euripides' radical tendency 
to establish a proper relationship between art work and 
audience as an advance upon Sophocles. But, after all, 
audience is but a word, not a constant unchanging value. 
Why should an author feel obliged to accommodate himself 
to a power whose strength is merely in numbers? If he 
considers himself superior in his talent and intentions to 
every single spectator, why should he show respect for the 
collective expression of all those mediocre capacities rather 
than for the few members of the audience who seem 
relatively the most gifted? The truth of the matter is that no 
Greek artist ever treated his audience with greater audacity 
and self sulliciency than Euripides; who at a time when the 
multitude lay prostrate before him disavowed in noble 
defiance and publicly his own tendencies - those very 
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tendencies by which he had previously conquered the 
masses. Had this genius had the slightest reverence for that 
band of Bedlamites called the public, he would have been 
struck down long before the mid point of his career by the 
bludgeon blows of his unsuccess. We come to realize now 
that our statement, "Euripides brought the spectator on the 
stage" - implying that the spectator would be able 
henceforth to exercise competent judgment - was merely 
provisional and that we must look for a sounder explanation 
of his intentions. It is also generally recognized that 
Aeschylus and Sophocles enjoyed all through their lives 
and longer the full benefit of popular favor, and that for this 
reason it would be absurd to speak in either case of a 
disproportion between art work and public reception. What 
was it, then, that drove the highly talented and incessantly 
creative Euripides from a path bathed in the light of those 
twin luminaries - his great predecessors - and of popular 
acclaim as well? What peculiar consideration for the 
spectator made him defy that very same spectator? How did 
it happen that his great respect for his audience made him 
treat that audience with utter disrespect? 


Euripides - and this may be the solution of our riddle - 
considered himself quite superior to the crowd as a whole; 
not, however, to two of his spectators. He would translate 
the crowd onto the stage but insist, all the same, on revering 
the two members as the sole judges of his art; on following 
all their directions and admonitions, and on instilling in the 
very hearts of his dramatic characters those emotions, 
passions and recognitions which had heretofore seconded 
the stage action, like an invisible chorus, from the serried 
ranks of the amphitheater. It was in deference to these 
judges that he gave his new characters a new voice, too, and 
a new music. Their votes, and no others, determined for 
him the worth of his efforts. And whenever the public 
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rejected his labors it was their encouragement, their faith in 
his final triumph, which sustained him. 


One of the two spectators I just spoke of was Euripides 
himself - the thinker Euripides, not the poet. Of him it may 
be said that the extraordinary richness of his critical gift had 
helped to produce, as in the case of Lessing, an authentic 
creative offshoot. Endowed with such talent, such 
remarkable intellectual lucidity and versatility, Euripides 
watched the performances of his predecessors’ plays and 
tried to rediscover in them those fine lineaments which age, 
as happens in the case of old paintings, had darkened and 
almost obliterated. And now something occurred which 
cannot surprise those among us who are familiar with the 
deeper secrets of Aeschylean tragedy. Euripides perceived 
in every line, in every trait, something quite 
incommensurable: a CeTtain deceptive clarity and, together 
with it, a mysterious depth, an infinite background. The 
clearest figure trailed after it a comet's tail which seemed to 
point to something uncertain, something that could not be 
wholly elucidated. A similar twilight seemed to invest the 
very structure of drama, especially the function of the 
chorus. Then again, how ambiguous did the solutions of all 
moral problems seem! how problematical the way in which 
the myths were treated! how irregular the distribution of 
fortune and misfortune! There was also much in the 
language of older tragedy that he took exception to, or to 
say the least, found puzzling: why all this pomp in the 
representation of simple relationships? why all those tropes 
and hyperboles, where the characters themselves were 
simple and straightforward? Euripides sat in the theater 
pondering, a troubled spectator. In the end he had to admit 
to himself that he did not understand his great predecessors. 
But since he looked upon reason as the fountainhead of all 
doing and enjoying, he had to find out whether anybody 
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shared these notions of his, or whether he was alone in 
facing up to such incommensurable features. But the 
multitude, including some of the best individuals, gave him 
only a smile of distrust; none of them would tell him why, 
notwithstanding his misgivings and reservations, the great 
masters were right nonetheless. In this tormented state of 
mind, Euripides discovered his second spectator - one who 
did not understand tragedy and for that reason spumed it. 
Allied with him he could risk coming out of his isolation to 
fight that tremendous battle against the works of Aeschylus 
and Sophocles; not by means of polemics, but as a tragic 
poet determined to make his notion of tragedy prevail over 
the traditional notions. 


SECTION XII 


Before giving a name to that other spectator, let us stop a 
moment and call to mind what we have said earlier of the 
incommensurable and discrepant elements in Aeschylean 
tragedy. Let us recollect how strangely we were affected by 
the chorus and by the tragic hero of a kind of tragedy which 
refused to conform to either our habits or our tradition - 
until, that is, we discovered that the discrepancy was 
closely bound up with the very origin and essence of Greek 
tragedy, as the expression of two interacting artistic 
impulses, the Apollonian and the Dionysiac. Euripides' 
basic intention now becomes as clear as day to us: it is to 
eliminate from tragedy the primitive and pervasive 
Dionysiac element, and to rebuild the drama on a 
foundation of non Dionysiac art, custom and philosophy. 


Euripides himself, towards the end of his life, propounded 
the question of the value and sign)ficance of this tendency 
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to his contemporaries in a myth. Has the Dionysiac spirit 
any right at all to exist? Should it not, rather, be brutally 
uprooted from the Hellenic soil? Yes, it should, the poet 
tells us, if only it were possible, but the god Dio nysos is 
too powerful: even the most intelligent opponent, like 
Pentheus in the Bacchae) is unexpectedly enchanted by 
him, and in his enchantment runs headlong to destruction. 
The opinion of the two old men in the play - Cadmus and 
Tiresias - seems to echo the opinion of the aged poet 
himself: that the cleverest individual cannot by his 
reasoning overturn an ancient popular tradition like the 
worship of Dionysos, and that it is the proper part of 
diplomacy in the face of miraculous powers to make at least 
a prudent show of sympathy; that it is even possible that the 
god may still take exception to such tepid interest and - as 
happened in the case of Cadmus - turn the diplomat into a 
dragon. We are told this by a poet who all his life had 
resisted Dionysos heroically, only to end his career with a 
glorification of his opponent and with suicide - like a man 
who throws himself from a tower in order to put an end to 
the unbearable sensation of vertigo. The Bacchae 
acknowledges the failure of Euripides' dramatic intentions 
when, in fact, these had already succeeded: Dionysos had 
already been driven from the tragic stage by a daemonic 
power speaking through Euripides. For in a certain sense 
Euripides was but a mask, while the divinity which spoke 
through him was neither Dionysos nor Apollo but a brand 
new daemon called Socrates. Thenceforward the real 
antaeonism was to be between Dionysiac spirit and the 
Socratic, and tragedy was to perish in the conflict. Try as he 
may to comfort us with his recantation, Euripides fails. The 
marvelous temple lies in ruins; of what avail is the 
destroyer's lament that it was the most beautiful of all 
temples? And though, by way of punishment, Euripides has 
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been turned into a dragon by all later critics, who can really 
regard this as adequate compensation? 


Let us now look more closely at the Socratic tendency by 
means of which Euripides fought and conquered 
Aeschylean tragedy. What, under the most auspicious 
conditions, could Euripides have hoped to effect in 
founding his tragedy on purely un Dionysiac elements? 
Once it was no longer bxeotten bv music, in the 
mysterioDionysiac twilight, what form could drama 
conceivably take? Only that of the dramatized epic. an 
Apollonian form which precluded tragic effect. It is not a 
question here of the events represented. I submit that it 
would have been impossible for Goethe, in the fifth act of 
his projected Nausicaa, to render tragic the suicide of that 
idyllic being: the power of the epic Apollonian spirit is such 
that it transfigures the most horrible deeds before our eyes 
by the charm of illusion, and redemption through illusion. 
The poet who writes dramatized narrative can no more 
become one with his images than can the epic rhapsodist. 
He too represents serene, wide eyed contemplation gazing 
upon its images. The actor in such dramatized epic remains 
essentially a rhapsodist; the consecration of dream lies upon 
all his actions and prevents him from ever becoming in the 
full sense an actor. 


But what relationship can be said to obtain between such an 
ideal Apollonian drama and the plays of Euripides? The 
same as obtains between the early solemn rhapsodist and 
that more recent variety described in Plato's Ion: "When I 
say something sad my eyes fill with tears; if, however, what 
I say is terrible and ghastly, then my hair stands on end and 
my heart beats loudly." Here there is no longer any trace of 
epic self forgetfulness, of the true rhapsodist's cool 
detachment, who at the highest pitch of action, and 


77 


especially then, becomes wholly illusion and delight in 
illusion. Euripides is the actor of the beating heart, with hair 
standing on end. He lays his dramatic plan as Socratic 
thinker and carries it out as passionate actor. So it happens 
that the Euripidean drama is at the same time cool and 
fiery, able alike to freeze and consume us. It cannot 
possibly achieve the Apollonian effects of the epic, while 
on the other hand it has severed all connection with the 
Dionysiac mode; so that in order to have any impact at all it 
must seek out novel stimulants which are to be found 
neither in the Apollonian nor in the Dionysiac realm. Those 
stimulants are, on the one hand, cold paradoxical ideas put 
in the place of Apollonian contemplation, and on the other 
fiery emotions put in the place of Dionysiac transports. 
These last are splendidly realistic counterfeits, but neither 
ideas nor affects are infused with the spirit of true art. 


Having now recognized that Euripides failed in founding 
the drama solely on Apollonian elements and that, instead, 
his anti Dionysiac tendency led him towards inartistic 
naturalism, we are ready to deal with the phenomenon of 
esthetic Socratism. Its supreme law may be stated as 
follows: "Whatever is to be beautiful must also be sensible" 
- a parallel to the Socratic notion that knowledge alone 
makes men virtuous. Armed with this canon, Euripides 
examined every aspect of drama - diction, character, 
dramatic structure, choral music - and made them fit his 
specifications. What in Euripidean, as compared with 
Sophoclean tragedy, has been so frequently censured as 
poetic lack and retrogression is actually the straight result 
of the poet's incisive critical gifts, his audacious 
personality. The Euripidean prologue may seen to illustrate 
the efficacy of that rationalistic method. Nothing could be 
more at odds with our dramaturgic notions than the 
prologue in the drama of Euripides. To have a character 
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appear at the beginning of the play, tell us who he is, what 
preceded the action, what has happened so far, even what is 
about to happen in the course of the play - a modern writer 
for the theater would reject all this as a wanton and 
unpardonable dismissal of the element of suspense. Now 
that everyone knows what is going to happen, who will wait 
to see it happen? Especially since, in this case, the relation 
is by no means that of a prophetic dream to a later event. 
But Euripides reasoned quite otherwise. According to him, 
the effect of tragedy never resided in epic suspense, in a 
teasing uncertainty as to what was going to happen next. It 
resided, rather, in those great scenes of lyrical rhetoric in 
which the passion and dialectic of the protagonist reached 
heights of eloquence. Everything portended pathos, not 
action. Whatever did not portend pathos was seen as 
objectionable. The greatest obstacle to the spectator's most 
intimate participation in those scenes would be any missing 
link in the antecedent action: so long as the spectator had to 
conjecture what this or that figure represented, from 
whence arose this or that conflict of inclinations and 
intentions, he could not fully participate in the doings and 
sufferings of the protagonists, feel with them and fear with 
them. The tragedy of Aeschylus and Sophocles had used 
the subtlest devices to furnish the spectator in the early 
scenes, and as if by chance, with al} the necessary 
information. They had shown an admirable skill in 
disguising the necessary structural features and making 
them seem accidental. All the same, Euripides thought he 
noticed chat during those early scenes the spectators were 
in a peculiar state of unrest - so concerned with figuring out 
the antecedents of the story chat the beauty and pathos of 
the exposition were lost on them. For this reason he 
introduced a prologue even before the exposition, and put it 
into the mouth of a speaker who would command absolute 
trust. Very often it was a god who had to guarantee to the 
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public the course of the tragedy and so remove any possible 
doubt as to the reality of the mydh; exactly as Descartes 
could only demonstrate the reality of the empirical world by 
appealing to God's veracity, his inability to tell a lie. At the 
end of his drama Euripides required the same divine 
truthfulness to act as security, so to speak, for the future of 
his protagonists. This was the function of the ill famed deus 
ex machina. Between the preview of the prologue and the 
preview of the epilogue stretched the dramatic lyric present, 
the drama proper. 


As a poet, then, Euripides was principally concerned with 
rendering his conscious perceptions, and it is this which 
gives him his position of importance in the history of Greek 
drama. With regard to his poetic procedure, which was both 
critical and creative, he must often have felt that he was 
applying to drama the opening words of Anaxagoras' 
treatise: "In the beginning all things were mixed together; 
then reason came and introduced order." And even as 
Anaxagoras, with his concept of reason, seems like the first 
sober philosopher in a company of drunkards, so Euripides 
may have appeared to himself as the first rational maker of 
tragedy. Everything was mixed together in a chaotic stew 
so long as reason, the sole principle of universal order, 
remained excluded from the creative act. Being of this 
opinion, Euripides had necessarily to reject his less rational 
peers. Euripides would never have endorsed Sophocles' 
statement about Aeschylus - that this poet was doing the 
right thing, but unconsciously; instead he would have 
claimed that since Aeschylus created unconsciously he 
couldn't help doing the wrong cling. Even the divine Plato 
speaks of the creative power of the poet for the most part 
ironically and as being on a level with the gifts of the 
soothsayer and interpreter of dreams, since according to the 
traditional conception the poet is unable to write until 
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reason and conscious control have deserted him. Euripides 
set out, as Plato was to do, to show the world the opposite 
of the "irrational" poet; his esthetic axiom, "whatever is to 
be beautiful must be conscious" is strictly parallel to the 
Socratic "whatever is to be good must be conscious." We 
can hardly go wrong then in calling Euripides the poet of 
esthetic Socratism. But Socrates was precisely that second 
spectator, incapable of understanding the older tragedy and 
therefore scorning it, and it was in his company that 
Euripides dared to usher in a new era of poetic activity. If 
the old tragedy was wrecked' esthetic Socratism is to blame, 
and to the extent that the target of the innovators was the 
Dionysiac principle of the older art we may call Socrates 
the god's chief opponent, the new Orpheus who, though 
destined to be torn to pieces by the maenads of Athenian 
judgment, succeeded in putting the overmastering god to 
flight. The latter, as before, when he fled from Lycurgus, 
king of the Edoni, took refuge in the depths of the sea; that 
is to say, in the flood of a mystery cult that was soon to 
encompass the world. 


SECTION XIII 


The fact that the aims of Socrates and Euripides were 
closely allied did not escape the attention of their 
contemporaries. We have an eloquent illustration of this in 
the rumotr, current at the time in Athens, that Socrates was 
helping Euripides with his writing. The two names were 
bracketed by the partisans of the "good old days'? whenever 
it was a question of castigating the upstart demagogues of 
the present. It was they who were blamed for the 
disappearance of the Marathonian soundness of body and 
mind in favor of a dubious enlightenment tending toward a 
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progressive atrophy of the traditional virtues. In the comedy 
of Aristophanes both men are treated in this vein - half 
indignant, half contemptuous - to the dismay of the rising 
generation, who, while they were willing enough to 
sacrifice Euripides, could not forgive the picture of Socrates 
as the arch Sophist. Their only recourse was to pillory 
Aristophanes in his turn as a dissolute, Lying Alcibiades of 
poetry. I won't pause here to defend the pro found instincts 
of Aristophanes against such attacks but shall proceed to 
demonstrate the close affinity between Socrates and 
Euripides, as their contemporaries saw them. It is certainly 
significant in this connection that Socrates, being a sworn 
enemy of the tragic art, is said never to have attended the 
theater except when a new play of Euripides was mounted. 
The most famous instance of the conjunction of the two 
names, however, is found in the Delphic oracle which 
pronounced Socrates the wisest of men yet allowed that 
Euripides merited the second place. The third place went to 
Sophocles, who had boasted that, in contrast to Aeschylus, 
he not only did the right thing but knew why he did it. 
Evidently it was the transparency of their knowledge that 
earned for these three men the reputation of true wisdom in 
their day. 


It was Socrates who expressed most clearly this radically 
new prestige of knowledge and conscious intelligence when 
he claimed to be the only one who acknowledged to himself 
that he knew nothing. He roamed all over Athens, visiting 
the most distinguished statesmen, orators, poets and artists, 
and found everywhere merely the presumption of 
knowledge. He was amazed to discover that all these 
celebrities lacked true and certain knowledge of their 
callings and pursued those callings by sheer instinct. The 
expression "sheer instinct" seems to focus perfectly the 
Socratic attitude. From this point of view Socrates was 
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forced to condemn both the prevailing art and the prevailing 
ethics. Wherever his penetrating gaze fell he saw nothing 
but lack of understanding, fictions rampant, and so was led 
to deduce a state of affairs wholly discreditable and 
perverse. Socrates believed it was his mission to correct the 
situation: a solitary man, arrogantly superior and herald of a 
radically dissimilar culture, art, and ethics, he stepped into a 
world whose least hem we should have counted it an honor 
to have touched. This is the reason why the figure of 
Socrates disturbs us so profoundly whenever we approach 
it, and why we are tempted again and again to plumb the 
meaning and intentions of the most problematical character 
among the ancients. Who was this man who dared, 
singlehanded, to challenge the entire world of Hellenism - 
embodied in Homer, Pindar, and Aeschylus, in Phidias, 
Pericles, Pythia, and Dionysos - which commands our 
highest reverence? Who was this daemon daring to pour out 
the magic philter in the dust? this demigod to whom the 
noblest spirits of mankind must call out: 


Alas 

With ruthless hand 
You have destroyed 
This fair edifice: 

It falls and decays 


We are offered a key to the mind of Socrates in that 
remarkable phenomenon known as his daimonion. In 
certain critical situations, when even his massive intellect 
faltered, he was able to regain his balance through the 
agency of a divine voice, which he heard only at such 
moments. The voice always spoke to dissuade. The 
instinctual wisdom of this anomalous character manifests 
itself from time to time as a purely inhibitory agent, ready 
to defy his rational judgment. Whereas in all truly 
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productive men instinct is the strong,. affirmative force and 
reason the dissuader and critic. in the case of Socrates the 
roles are reversed. instinct is the critic, consciousness the 
creator. Truly a monstrosity! Because of this lack of every 
mystical talent Socrates emerges as the perfect pattern of 
the non mystic, in whom the logical side has become, 
through superfetation, as overdeveloped as has the 
instinctual side in the mystic. Yet it was entirely impossible 
for Socrates’ logical impetus to turn against itself. In its 
unrestrained onrush it exhibited an elemental power such as 
is commonly found only in men of violent instincts, where 
we view it with awed surprise. Whoever in reading Plato 
has experienced the divine directness and sureness of 
Socrates' whole way of proceeding must have a sense of the 
gigantic driving wheel of logical Socratism, turning, as it 
were, behind Socrates, which we see through Socrates as 
through a shadow. That he himself was by no means 
unaware of this relationship appears from the grave dignity 
with which he stressed, even at the end and before his 
judges, his divine mission. It is as impossible to controvert 
him in this as it is to approve of his corrosive influence 
upon instinctual life. In this dilemma his accusers, when he 
was brought before the Athenian forum, could think of one 
appropriate form of punishment only, namely exile: to turn 
this wholly unclassifiable, mysterious phenomenon out of 
the state would have given posterity no cause to charge the 
Athenians with a disgraceful act. When finally death, not 
banishment, was pronounced against him, it seems to have 
been Socrates himself who, with complete lucidity of mind 
and in the absence of every natural fear of death, insisted on 
it. He went to his death with the same calm Plato describes 
when he has him leave the symposium in the early dawn, 
the last reveler, to begin a new day; while behind him on 
the benches and on the floor his sleepy companions go on 
dreaming of Socrates, the true lover. Socrates in his death 
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became the idol of the young Athenian elite. The typical 
Hellenic youth, Plato, prostrated himself before that image 
with all the fervent devotion of his enthusiastic mind. 


SECTION XIV 


Let us now imagine Socrates' great Cyclops' eye - that eye 
which never glowed with the artist's divine frenzy - turned 
upon tragedy. Bearing in mind that he was unable to look 
with any pleasure into the Dionysiac abysses, what could 
Socrates see in that tragic art which to Plato seemed noble 
and meritorious? Something quite abstruse and irrational, 
full of causes without effects and effects seemingly without 
causes, the whole texture so checkered that it must be 
repugnant to a sober disposition, while it might act as 
dangerous tinder to a sensitive and impressionable mind. 
We are told that the only genre of poetry Socrates really 
appreciated was the Aesopian fable. This he did with the 
same smiling complaisance with which honest Gellert sings 
the praise of poetry in his fable of the bee and the hen: 


I exemplify the use of poetry: 
To convey to those who are a bit backward 
The truth in a simile. 


The fact is that for Socrates tragic art failed even to 
"convey the truth," although it did address itself to those 
who were "a bit backward," which is to say to non 
philosophers: a double reason for leaving it alone. Like 
Plato, he reckoned it among the beguiling arts which 
represent the agreeable, not the useful, and in consequence 
exhorted his followers to abstain from such unphilosophical 
stimulants. His success was such that the young tragic poet 
Plato burned all his writings in order to qualify as a student 
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of Socrates. And while strong native genius might now and 
again manage to withstand the Socratic injunction, the 
power of the latter was still great enough to force poetry 
into entirely new channels. 


A good example of this is Plato himself. Although he did 
not lag behind the naive cynicism of his master in the 
condemnation of tragedy and of art in general, nevertheless 
his creative gifts forced him to develop an art form deeply 
akin to the existing forms which he had repudiated. The 
main objection raised by Plato to the older art (that it was 
the imitation of an imitation and hence belonged to an even 
lower order of empiric reality) must not, at all costs, apply 
to the new genre; and so we see Plato intent on moving 
beyond reality and on rendering the idea which underlies it. 
By a detour Plato the thinker reached the very spot where 
Plato the poet had all along been at home, and from which 
Sophocles, and with him the whole poetic tradition of the 
past, protested such a charge. Tragedy had assimilated to 
itself all the older poetic genres. In a somewhat eccentric 
sense the same thing can be claimed for the Platonic 
dialogue, which was a mixture of all the available styles 
and forms and hovered between narrative, Iyric, drama, 
between prose and poetry, once again breaking through the 
old law of stylistic unity. The Cynic philosophers went 
even farther in that direction, seeking, by their utterly 
promiscuous style and constant alternation between verse 
and prose, to project their image of the "raving Socrates" in 
literature, as they sought to enact it in life. The Platonic 
dialogue was the lifeboat in which the shipwrecked older 
poetry saved itself, together with its numerous offspring. 
Crowded together in a narrow space, and timidly obeying 
their helmsman Socrates, they moved forward into a new 
era which never tired of looking at this fantastic spectacle. 
Plato has furnished for all posterity the pattern of a new art 
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form, the novel, viewed as the Aesopian fable raised to its 
highest power; a form in which poetry played the same 
subordinate role with re" yard to dialectic philosophy as 
that same philosophy was to play for many centuries with 
regard to theology. This, then, was the new status of poetry, 
and it was Plato who, under the pressure of daemonic 
Socrates, had brought it about. 


It is at this point that philosophical ideas begin to entwine 
themselves about art, forcing the latter to cling closely to 
the trunk of dialectic. The Apollonian tendency now 
appears disguised as logical schematism, just as we found 
in the case of Euripides a corresponding translation of the 
Dionysiac affect into a naturalistic one. Socrates, the 
dialectical hero of the Platonic drama, shows a close 
affinity to the Euripidean hero, who is compelled to justify 
his actions by proof and counterproof, and for that reason is 
often in danger of forfeiting our tragic compassion. For 
who among us can close his eyes to the optimistic element 
in the nature of dialectics, which sees a triumph in every 
syllogism and can breathe only in an atmosphere of cool, 
conscious clarity? Once that optimistic element had entered 
tragedy, it overgrew its Dionysiac regions and brought 
about their annihilation and, finally, the leap into genteel 
domestic drama Consider the consequences of the Socratic 
maxims: virtue is knowledge; all sins arise from ignorance; 
only the virtuous are happy" - these three basic 
formulations of optimism spell the death of tragedy. The 
virtuous hero must henceforth be a dialectician; virtue and 
knowledge, belief and ethics, be necessarily and 
demonstrably connected; Aeschylus’ transcendental concept 
of justice be reduced to the brash and shallow principle of 
poetic justice with its regular deus ex machina. 
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What is the view taken of the chorus in this new Socratic 
optimistic stage world, and of the entire musical and 
Dionysiac foundation of tragedy? They are seen as 
accidental features, as reminders of the origin of tragedy, 
which can well be dispensed with - while we have in fact 
come to understand that the chorus is the cause of tragedy 
and the tragic spirit. Already in Sophocles we find some 
embarrassment with regard to the chorus, which suggests 
that the Dionysiac floor of tragedy is beginning to give 
way. Sophocles no longer dares to give the chorus the 
major role in the tragedy but treats it as almost on the same 
footing as the actors, as though it had been raised from the 
orchestra onto the scene. By so doing he necessarily 
destroyed its meaning, despite Aristotle's endorsement of 
this conception of the chorus. This shift in attitude, which 
Sophocles displayed not only in practice but also, we are 
told, in theory, was the first step toward the total 
disintegration of the chorus: a process whose rapid phases 
we can follow in Euripides, Agathon, and the New 
Comedy. Optimistic dialectics took up the whip of its 
syllogisms and drove music out of tragedy. It entirely 
destroyed the meaning of tragedy&endash; which can be 
interpreted only as a concrete manifestation of Dionysiac 
conditions, music made visible. an ecstatic dream world. ~ 


~~ 


Since we have discovered an anti Dionysiac tendency 
antedating Socrates, its most brilliant exponent, we must 
now ask, "Toward what does a figure like Socrates point?" 
Faced with the evidence of the Platonic dialogues, we are 
certainly not entitled to see in Socrates merely an agent of 
disintegration. While it is clear that the immediate result of 
the Socratic strategy was the destruction of Dionysiac 
drama, we are forced, nevertheless, by the profundity of the 
Socratic experience to ask ourselves whether, in fact, art 
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and Socratism are diametrically opposed to one another, 
whether there is really anything inherently impossible in the 
idea of a Socratic artist? 


It appears that this despotic logician had from time to time a 
sense of void, loss, unfulfilled duty with regard to art. In 
prison he told his friends how, on several occasions, a voice 
had spoken to him in a dream, saying "Practice music, 
Socrates!" Almost to the end he remained confident that his 
philosophy represented the highest art of the muses, and 
would not fully believe that a divinity meant to remind him 
of "common, popular music." Yet in order to unburden his 
conscience he finally agreed, in prison, to undertake that 
music which hitherto he had held in low esteem. In this 
frame of mind he composed a poem on Apollo and 
rendered several Aesopian fables in verse. What prompted 
him to these exercises was something very similar to that 
warning voice of his daimonion: an Apollonian perception 
that, like a barbarian king, he had failed to comprehend the 
nature of a divine effigy, and was in danger of offending his 
own god through ignorance. These words heard by Socrates 
in his dream are the only indication that he ever 
experienced any uneasiness about the limits of his logical 
universe. He may have asked himself: "Have I been too 
ready to view what was unintelligible to me as being devoid 
of meaning? Perhaps there is a realm of wisdom, after all, 
from which the logician is excluded? Perhaps art must be 
seen as the necessary complement of rational discourse?" 


Keeping in mind these suggestive questions, we must allow 
that the influence of Socrates (like a shadow cast by the 
evening sun, ever lengthening into the future) has prompted 
generation after generation to reconsider the foundations of 
its art - art taken in its deepest and broadest sense - and as 
that influence is eternal it also guarantees the eternity of 
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artistic endeavor. But before people were able to realize 
that all art is intimately dependent on the Greeks from 
Homer to Socrates, they had necessarily toward the Greeks 
the same attitude that the Athenians had toward Socrates. 
Practically every era of Western civilization has at one time 
or another tried to liberate itself from the Greeks, in deep 
dissatisfaction because whatever they themselves achieved, 
seemingly quite original and sincerely admired, lost color 
and life when held against the Greek model and shrank to a 
botched copy, a caricature. Time and again a hearty anger 
has been felt against that presumptuous little nation which 
had the nerve to brand, for all time, whatever was not 
created on its own soil as "barbaric." Who are these people, 
whose historical splendor was ephemeral, their institutions 
ridiculously narrow, their mores dubious and sometimes 
objectionable, who yet pretend to the special place among 
the nations which genius claims among the crowd? None of 
the later detractors was fortunate enough to find the cup of 
hemlock with which such a being could be disposed of once 
and for all: all the poisons of envy, slander, and rage have 
proved insufficient to destroy that complacent 
magnificence. And so people have continued to be both 
ashamed and fearful of knowledge was spread over the 
whole globe, affording glimpses into the workings of an 
entire solar system - once we have realized all this, and the 
monumental pyramid of present day knowledge, we cannot 
help viewing Socrates as the vortex and fuming point of 
Western civilization. For if we imagine that immense store 
of energy used, not for the purposes of knowledge, but for 
the practical, egotistical ends of individuals and nations, we 
may readily see the consequence: universal wars of 
extermination and constant migrations of peoples would 
have weakened man's instinctive zest for life to such an 
extent that, suicide having become a matter of course, duty 
might have commanded the son to kill his parents, the 
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friend his friend, as among the Fiji islanders. We know that 
such wholesale slaughter prevails wherever art in some 
form or other - especially as religion or science - has not 
served as antidote to barbarism. 


As against this practical pessimism, Socrates represents the 
archetype of the theoretical optimist, who, strong in the 
belief that nature can be fathomed, considers knowledge to 
be the true panacea and error to be radical evil. To Socratic 
man the one noble and truly human occupation was that of 
laying bare the workings of nature, of separating true 
knowledge from illusion and error. So it happened that ever 
since Socrates the mechanism of concepts, judgments, and 
syllogisms has come to be regarded as the highest exercise 
of man's powers, nature's most admirable gift. Socrates and 
his successors, down to our own day, have considered all 
moral and sentimental accomplishments - noble deeds, 
compassion, self sacrifice, heroism, even that spiritual 
calm, so difficult of attainment, which the Apollonian 
Greek called sophrosyne - to be ultimately derived from the 
dialectic of knowledge, and therefore teachable. 


Whoever has tasted the delight of a Socratic perception, 
experienced how it moves to encompass the whole world of 
phenomena in ever widening circles, knows no sharper 
incentive to life than his desire to complete the conquest, to 
weave the net absolutely tight. To such a person the 
Platonic Socrates appears as the teacher of an entirely new 
form of "Greek serenity" and affirmation. This positive 
attitude toward existence must release itself in actions for 
the most part pedagogic, exercised upon noble youths, to 
the end of producing genius. But science, spurred on by its 
energetic notions, approaches irresistibly those outer limits 
where the optimism implicit in logic must collapse. For the 
periphery of science has an infinite number of points. Every 
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noble and gifted man has, before reaching the mid point of 
his career, come up against some point of the periphery that 
defied his understanding, quite apart from the fact that we 
have no way of knowing how the area of the circle is ever 
to be fully charted. When the inquirer, having pushed to the 
circumference, realizes how logic in that place curls about 
itself and bites its own tail, he is struck with a new kind of 
perception: a tragic perception, which requires, to make it 
tolerable, the remedy of art. 


If we look about us today, with eyes refreshed and fortified 
by the spectacle of the Greeks, we shall see how the 
insatiable zest for knowledge, prefigured in Socrates, has 
been transformed into tragic resignation and the need for 
art; while, to be sure, on a lower level that same zest 
appears as hostile to all art and especially to the truly tragic, 
Dionysiac art, as I have tried to show paradigmatically in 
the subversion of Aeschylean art by Socratism. 


At this point we find ourselves, not without trepidation, 
knocking at the gates of present and future. Will this 
dialectic inversion lead to ever new configurations of 
genius, above all to that of Socrates as the practitioner of 
music? Will the all encompassing net of art (whether under 
the name of religion or science) be woven ever more tightly 
and delicately? Or will it be torn to shreds by the restless 
and barbaric activities of our present day? Deeply 
concerned, yet not unhopeful, we stand aside for a little 
while as spectators privileged to witness these tremendous 
struggles and transitions. Alas, it is the spell inherent in 
such battles that he who watches them must also fight them. 
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